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FROM THE EDITOR 


n 2009, when the first issue of Pink Pages was released online, our 
team had modest aims. We wanted a community newsletter which 
would cover LGBT events from an LGBT perspective- given the scant coverage 
of such issues in the mainstream media. Over the years, we started playing a 
much Larger role than that. Pink Pages soon became a creative platform for 
budding queer writers, journalists, artists and photographers. It became a space 
for activism and amplifying the voice of the Indian LGBT community. It became 
a medium for reaching out to the community at Large- even those who were 
not part of the urban “gay scene” in the Large metros Like Mumbai or Bangalore. 

However, every time I browsed through the magazine section at airports, I won¬ 
dered why the LGBT media was not represented at all. If airports in Bangkok can 
sell LGBT publications, why not Mumbai? Perhaps we are Lacking both in terms 
of publication quality and market size.The first print issue is definitely a step in 
the direction of making LGBT publications- and by implication, the community 
itself more visible. 

Making the community visible, confident and empowered is a much Longer jour¬ 
ney of course. India currently has the dichotomy of a Larger number of younger 
LGBT people feeling confident enough about their sexuality to come out than 
ever before- especially among the educated, upwardly mobile sections. On the 
other hand, we have anachronistic Laws being protected by a ruling class that 
seems insular to progress on the human rights front globally. Shashi Tharoor is 
probably an exception, but we need more allies Like him in our Parliament and 
elsewhere. The onus Lies on each one of us to create those allies wherever we 
are- at our universities, workplaces and civic society forums. 

I cannot wrap up this Letter without mentioning Xulhaz Mannan- a fellow LGBT 
editor and writer from Bangladesh, and a friend of mine - who was murdered 
by religious bigots for daring to speak up for the rights of LGBT people in a con¬ 
servative society. Xulhaz was a passionate writer, a talented photographer and 
a spirited activist. He had started the country’s first and only LGBT publication 
“Rupbaan”, and had helped organized the rainbow parades during the Bengali 
New Year celebrations in Dhaka. His death is an irreparable blow to the LGBT 
equality movement in Bangladesh, and of course is especially painful to me as 
he had written in Pink Pages about the situation in his country, and was sup¬ 
posed to join us in Mumbai for the Launch of our first print issue. I understand 
why the LGBT community in Bangladesh feels helpless right now, but I do hope 
that very soon his friends at Rupbaan and elsewhere will take his work forward. 

Udayan Dhar 
Editor in Chief 

(You can mail Udayan at editor@pink-pages.co.in 
He also blogs at udayandhar.bLogspot.com) 
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WRITERS AND 
CONTRIBUTORS 


Koel Chakraborty started out in financial services and has worked in firms such 
as DeLoitte and Deutsche Bank Operations before moving into academics and 
digital media. She is a feminist, equalist, environmentalist and humanist. She is 
also an out gay woman. 

Vikram Kolmannskog is a queer, Indian-Norwegian writer. He is based in Oslo, 
Norway, where there is hardly any sun during the dark winter months but in turn 
midnight sun during the bright summer months. 

Harish Iyer is an equal rights activist for the rights of the LGBT community, 
children, women, animals as well as survivors of Child Sexual Abuse (CSA). He is 
one of the ten individuals to be awarded the Zindagi Live Awards for his work 
in creating awareness on child sexual abuse. 

Udayan Dhar is Diversity & Inclusion manager at the Godrej Industries group. 
He has been Editor-in-Chief of Pink Pages since July 2009 and his writings have 
been featured in People Matters, Kindle Magazine, Bombay Dost, among other 
publications. 

Dimpy Acharjee is a hippie traveller at heart but a writer by choice. She currently 
works as creative (fashion) writer but dabbles in short stories. Her work revolves 
around real Life situations and people; almost every action has been taken out 
of real incidents. Her hobbies include enjoying good food, sensible people, dogs 
and Long walks on the beach. 

Rovin Sharma is a young voice for the gender queer movement, born and raised 
in a conservative army family based in Ambala Cantt, Haryana. Rovin has been 
professionally working from the age of 17. An active member of Youth Voices 
Count and also one of the ambassadors for Blue Ribbon Boys. He Lives in New 
Delhi working towards blurring the Lines between the socially constructed 
genders. 

Nolan Lewis pursues a career as an actor in film and theatre, and represented 
India at Mr. Gay World in 2013. But in between his auditions and shoots, he bares 
his soul as a writer, on a piece of paper. 

Passang Dorji has studied physiotherapy at the King Khesar Gyalpo University 
of Bhutan. He has been an active LGBT rights advocate in Bhutan- once appear¬ 
ing on national television speaking on the issue. He currently works at Samtse 
District Hospital. 

Aastha Chaudhry paints and doodles when inspired, and is a professional 
procrastinator on other days. Busy exploring the realms of psychology on the 
professional front- she Loves ASD and everything beyond. With an experience 
of four years on the editorial front, she believes that words that have the ability 
to empower or shatter a person. 
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THE INBOX 


Decriminalization and more 

I am a 17 year old NRI just done with my schooling. I strongly believe that it is 
an outrage that in our modern world, so many countries continue to criminalize 
people simply for Loving another human being of the same sex. I am always 
supportive of Leaders who favor LBGT rights. I hope politicians of all hues focus 
on more important matters that concern a state instead of trying to persecute 
sexual minorities. I write this in the hope that our country’s Law makers quickly 
decide to decriminalize homosexuality once and for all and eventually pass Laws 
for their protection from the disagreeing masses. Finally, also pass a Law making 
marriages between such couples Legal in all states. 

-Nalini Moorthy (via email) 

On Xulhaz Mannan 

This tragic, untimely death of XuLhas Mannan made me check out Roopban. 
I agree that freedom of speech must have a parameter, it cannot engage in 
defamation of an individual or a doctrine whereby it may genuinely hurt certain 
segment of the society, but if this is an expression of who we are or simply ask¬ 
ing for basic human rights for Living with dignity, then one cannot be muffled! 
Any civil society should have room for variance, or else that cuLture/society will 
start to dissipate from within. 

I always took pride in being a Bangladeshi Muslim- to me we are an image of 
a society that balances culture, spirituality, progression, and most of all religion. 
Let this adrenaline rush keep coming, we want to see Bangladesh coined as an 
example of peaceful and respectful coexistence between religious beliefs and 
prevailing cultures. 

-Safina Aman (via website) 

Section 377 debate in Lok Sabha 

As Long as the country is governed by the bigots who want to keep their cultural, 
traditional, and religious beliefs above everyone and everything, and snatch 
away the rights from people in the name of these beliefs, this is ought to hap¬ 
pen. This is extremely sad to hear from the Lok Sabha. What’s next? Death pen¬ 
alty for gays, Like in Saudi Arabia? Or Russian Laws to be implemented in India 
regarding gays? I am left with no hopes. 

-Saad Akhtar (via Facebook) 

Pink Pages 

I have been a regular reader of Pink Pages since its very first issue. I am always 
impressed by the quality of each issue- and admire the efforts of the team which 
has ensured that they consistently kept publishing through the years even as 
many other queer publications- both online and offline kept shutting down. 
Can’t wait for the first print issue to be released! 

-Sriram (via email) 



SPECIAL SERES 
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2015: A CLOSER LOOK 


Ih^Jrid an IbW year in review 
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THE FATAL 
APHRODISIAC 


BY NOLAN LEWIS 


There is an addictive 
epidemic that is spreading 
Like wildfire through social 
media; its icon is the emoji 
a green syringe. 


of 


I I uch Like an exotic ingredient that 
adds zest to a fLavourfuL feast, it 
has always been commonplace 
for the human animal to seek out potent aph¬ 
rodisiacs to enhance his sexual prowess. In his 
pursuit of pleasure, Man has often sought out 
new means to heighten his sensuality: think 
a good bottle of vintage wine, Spanish Fly or 
the more colloquial milk and haldi served to 
a newly wedded groom by his coquette bride, 
before their suhaag raat. Especially in the 
gay community, the homosexual male in his 
wild partying ways, has oft dabbled in tasting 
forbidden fruit that comes with the Lure of 


endless pleasure - introduced to him by an 
experimental Lover or a dealer hustling in the 
corner of a dark, dingy bar. 

Poppers are so passe. Any cheeky twink on 
Grindr will remind you that there is a new 
designer drug in town that will give you 
kind of high nothing else can. The anonymity 
that a hook-up app has to offer also ensures 
that you can openly declare your status as a 
chem user and even find vendors who hustle 
stuff without the risk of running into a cop or 
attracting any Legal trouble. The sign to Look 
out for is a green syringe emoji that connotes 
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one’s allegiance to Mephedrone. It is alarming 
to note the green icons dotting the interface 
of any gay dating app spread Like wildfire, 
indicative of a new epidemic that is plaguing 
many of our LGBT brothers and sisters. The 
experimentation begins merely with seeking 
a recreational high but often ends as flirting 
with danger, and as is the case with most 
addictions - the drug usually wins. 

Cheap Thrills 

A Lot Like Viagra but even better! That is how 
Sujayt (32) who was struggling with maintain¬ 
ing a hard-on due to erectile dysfunction dur¬ 
ing the act, was introduced to the wonder drug 
by a one night stand that he was randomly 
hooking up with. “The results were instant! 
I’ve never had stiffer wood, I can keep having 
wild sex for hours on end and the best part 
is, I had become a sexual recluse because of 
the medical problems I was facing. I was even 
made fun of, because I couldn’t maintain an 
erection. Now, everyone I screw thinks I am 
Adonis.” 

This is why Mephedrone trumps over sub¬ 
stances Like Ecstasy and Crystal Meth which 
induce an identical high. Plus, its components 
are cheap chemicals that are available over- 
the-counter (it was initially manufactured as 
fertiliser before its psychogenic uses were 
stumbled on) which make it very easy for it 
to be homegrown. A dealer could be anyone 
from a slum dweller in Dharavi to a renegade 
pharmacist - you can procure a few grams 
in Little more than a hundred bucks. SmaLL 
surprise but its affordability is well within the 
means of an average teenagers allowance, 
which is why many of its early victims are 
adolescents who fake their age on Tinder or 
Grindr. 


Mephedrone can either be snorted, Like a Line 
of Coke or injected intravenously. There have 
even been cases of urchins chewing it with 
paan masala. Ray* (19 ) was having problems 
bottoming for his boyfriend, Joshua* (20) due 
to his partner’s exceptional girth. The couple 
had been slamming the drug for a few months 
now and were aware of its capacity to numb 
sensations. On a Lark, they decided to use the 
crushed powder instead of Lube and for the 
first time, Ray could accommodate Joshua, 
wholly.The problem is that while Mephedrone 
can numb, it can also desensitise a muscle 
completely to the effect that one will not be 
able to discern pleasure from pain. The next 
day, Ray had to be hospitalised for a ruptured 
sphincter. 

When Irfan* (21) was institutionalised by his 
parents for snorting Mephedrone, he was a 
shadow of his usual self. A student and part- 
time model, Irfan had become a skeletal bag 
of bones, with dark circles under his eyes and a 
chronic case of nose bleeds. Apart from failing 
grades and constantly playing truant in col¬ 
lege, he had also started stealing money from 
home. Irfan’s parents were always at odds 
accepting their son’s sexuality, given their con¬ 
servative Islamic background but they started 
seeing red flags when his mom discovered 
a polythene bag filled with crushed crystals 
hidden among the toiletries in his bathroom. 

Double Jeopardy 

I am slightly disillusioned by six of the drug 
helplines I’ve called - they either turn cold 
when I admit I am a gay man on the other 
end of the Line or don’t understand how 
Mephedrone has invaded social media. I 
understand the double jeopardy of being an 
LGBT addict. Coming out a closet is tough 


// 

I am slightly disillusioned by six of the 
drug helplines I've called - they either 
turn cold when I admit I am a gay man 
on the other end of the line or don't 
understand how Mephedrone has 
invaded social media. 



enough, imagine having to come out to two - 
both of which could have dire consequences! 
My saving grace comes in the shape of Ashok 
Row Kavi, the father of Indian homosexuality 
who pioneered the Indian LGBT movement. He 
directs me ELdrid TeUis,the founder of SankaLp, 
a drug detox facility based in Charni Road and 
an ally of the LGBT community. 

Tellis has an aura of a Catholic priest - a 
confidante you can pour your heart out to at 
a confessional. Despite his staunch Christian 
upbringing, he is sans homophobia when we 
discuss the matter at hand and the way out. 
Though milder in its implications, ELdrid does 
admit that Mephedrone can have fatal conse¬ 
quences. He informs me that Mephedrone isn’t 
specifically a gay’ drug and is even a popu¬ 
lar poison in high schools and educational 
institutions regularly request him to conduct 
seminars for their teenage students. 

“Overcoming an addiction happens over two 
phases, 1 ‘ Tellis explains, “There is a detoxifica¬ 
tion programme that requires for the drug to 
be physically flushed out off the body to facili¬ 
tate recovery that can Last anywhere between 
a week to a fortnight. That is followed by 
Rehabilitation that facilitated through coun¬ 
selling by a psychiatrist. A drug addiction is 
always triggered by a host of psychological, 
emotional and esteem issues that need to 
be addressed at a core Level to ensure one 
does not revert to abusing the drug again, 


eventually.” 

The Rehabilitation is free and the Detox costs 
Two Thousand Indian Rupees to defray Lodging 
and medical charges, which is next to nothing. 
SankaLp feels Like a ray of Light at the end of a 
dark tunnel. I feel a huge burden being Lifted 
off my shoulders as I Leave the center. Imagine 
that in two weeks, which amounts to almost 
as Long as a vacation, is all you need for Life 
to give you a second chance. An opportunity 
to begin anew, a chance to claim redemption 
from the Devil... 

A closet within a closet 

No, you won’t hear of the cases of the LGBT 
youngsters who succumb to an overdose, or 
those who commit suicide when a high gets 
you really Low - and you won’t hear of it for a 
Long time to come unless a dear friend or fam¬ 
ily member becomes one of its victims and you 
have firsthand experience of how a seemingly 
innocuous drug can corrode the very fibre of 
your soul- because Like many gay men, most 
drug users also hide in closets, bogged down 
by feelings of guilt and shame that accompany 
their addiction. 

Except that in the case of the Latter, a closet 
can double up as a coffin. 

(Names have been changed to protect confi¬ 
dentiality) 


u 

A drug addiction is always triggered 
by a host of psychological, emotional 
and esteem issues that need to be 
addressed at a core level to ensure one 
does not revert to abusing the drug 
again. 




INTERVIEW: ANWESH 
KUMAR SAHOO 


A nwesh Kumar Sahoo, who repre¬ 
sented India at Mr. Gay World 2016 
in Malta tells Pink Pages about his 
ideas of beauty, Love and MGW 

Body, diet & clothes 

Height: 172 cm 
Weight : 60kgs 

Diet Since I’m very Lean, therefore I’m cur¬ 
rently working on building body mass. So a 
protein rich diet, Loads of fruits, especially 
bananas (but never have them empty stom¬ 
ach), almonds (soaked in water over night) and 
of course a minimum of 8 glasses of water. 
Guilty Pleasures : Gol gappe 
Top body product: Nothing Like ALoe Vera gel. 


Clothes: Linen trousers, skinny jeans, kurtas, 
Loads of cool jackets 

Do you feel there is a lot of pressure on gay 
men with regards to their bodies? 

Why just gay men? There’s a pressure to be in 
shape and Look good for everyone regardless 
of their sexuality. But I think it’s high time we 
Learn to prioritize fitness over perfect bodies. 
We all want to feel desirable. And a Lot of us 
unfortunately value ourselves by how desir¬ 
able we are to the people out there. You go on 
Instagram, and you see so all these perfectly 
filtered selfies and you feel Like “I need to 
catch up before it’s too Late”. We really need 
to just appreciate and respect ourselves for 
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who we are. 

What’s the best part about your looks? And 
one thing you want to change? 

Haha! Isn’t that for people to judge? During 
the course of Mr. Gay World, a Lot of people 
admired my skin color. So I guess it’s the 
supple olive skin. With respect to my habits, 
there’s Loads to work on. Procrastination being 
one of my biggest concern. With respect to my 
Looks, I just want to keep up with my workout 
regime and build a more athletic body. 

Do you feel comfortable being shirtless? 

I do. I’ve always been very comfortable in my 
skin. Especially in the Last couple of months, 
I had to do a Lot of shirtLess and swim wear 
pictures and that’s just made me much more 
confident being shirtLess. 

Your favorite travel destination? 

Now that I’ve been to Malta, Malta is definitely 
going to be one of my top travel destinations. 
It’s breathtakingly beautiful. But nothing beats 
Delhi. I adore the order in all the chaos. 

What are you reading these days? 

‘I am MaLala’. I’d read so much about MaLaLa 
even before she was shot by the Taliban that I 
felt Like I knew everything about her. But read¬ 
ing that book, I have a newfound respect and 


admiration for her. Her audacity never stops 
inspiring me. 

Your gay icon? 

Freddie Mercury for Life. 

Your idea of love? 

My mother is the true embodiment of Love to 
me. She’s cared for me, nurtured me, put my 
needs over hers, and understood my problems 
without me even discussing the same with her. 
That is what true Love stands for me. 

One thing that will remain with you about 
your MGW experience? 

The sense of achievement and peace that 
there was by the end of this journey. Mr. Gay 
World was all I’d wanted over the Last couple 
of years and getting into the top 12, being able 
to Live through the entire week, discussing and 
sharing our stories from around the globe is 
a very unique experience and I’m blessed to 
have had that. 

What’s next? 

I’m Looking forward to moving to Mumbai for 
the next few months and work at the Godrej 
Culture Lab and then I have my Last year of 
engineering to complete and finally be a 
graduate. I’ve always followed my heart and 
worked very hard towards every opportunity 
that has come my way no matter how big or 
small. I’LL just keep up with that. 


u 

The contestants of Mr. Gay World 2016 
discovering the city ofMdina, Malta 
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GAY IN THE LAND OF 
HAPPINESS, BHUTAN 


BY PASSANG DORJI 


A personal perspective of 
LGBT communities in Bhutan 


In Bhutan the Penal. Code’s Sections 213 and 
214 state that homosexuality is against nature 
and punishable. This reinforces the popular 
view that homosexuality is wrong, although 
no one appears to be penalized and punished 
under these antiquated Laws. 

The Bhutanese LGBT movement effectively 
started on 19 December 2008 when a popular 
newspaper, the Bhutan Observer, featured a 
story entitled “How gay are Bhutanese gays?”, 
and in the same year a prominent transgender 
figure, Dechen Seldon came out. After this, 
the Ministry of Health tried to reach out to 
the community under the National HIV/AIDS 
control programme (NACP). However, Bhutan 
still Lacks adequate data on the needs and 
experiences of such key populations. 

Often, the focus has been on HIV prevention, 
which can have the unintended negative out¬ 
come of intimately Linking people who iden¬ 
tify as LGBT with HIV, potentially increasing 
stigma, fear and discrimination. Unfortunately, 
the few studies that have been undertaken to 
date have also found it difficult to recruit MSM 
(men who have sex with other men), trans¬ 
gender and people who use drugs. However, 
Lhaksam - the network of PLHIV (people Liv¬ 


ing with HIV) in Bhutan, has established an 
informal network and are working towards 
the common goals of being together and find¬ 
ing happiness. In December 2014 Lhaksam 
Launched the first LGBT information brochure 
in the country. 

I was brought up in a typical semi-Tibetan 
village where I was taught Buddhist values. 
Religion was the sole and dominating moral 
guidance for our Lives. Nothing was spoken 
openly about homosexuality, but people whis¬ 
pered about ‘phole mole’, ‘phuLu muLu’ - the 
Local term for intersex people. Growing into 
my teenage years at the Local school I became 
very confused about my sexual orientation. 
While other boys started talking about girl¬ 
friends, I was afraid to discuss my sexual con¬ 
fusion until I was in college. I opened up and 
talked about my sexuality when I was studying 
at the Faculty of Nursing and Public Health, 
University of Medical Sciences, in Thimphu. 

Growing up as a gay boy in Bhutan was dif¬ 
ficult and challenging. There were no gay 
friends to hang out with, and share my feel¬ 
ings. I was severely depressed, and at times 
thought of killing myself. As I grew up, I 
met ‘friends’ only at night, but they were just 
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sexual partners. Most of them identified as 
heterosexual, and I was afraid that they would 
hurt me if I told anyone they that had had sex 
with me. Sometimes, I was sexually harassed, 
but at that time it was not something that I 
could speak to anyone about. I remember the 
days when I had sex in hotels, school hostels, 
outdoors in cars and other places that my 
partners and gay friends thought were safe. It 
was the way I lived my sexuality, and I did not 
know about sexually transmissible infections 
(STIs) and had no knowledge about how to 
use condoms, Lubes and sex toys. 

Although we do not have data to prove it, it is 
reasonable to assume that gay men in Bhutan 
are more vulnerable to STIs and HIV that 
some other sections of the population. Many 
times my gay friends call me on the phone 
saying they have STIs and where can they go 
to seek help without feeling stigmatized and 
discriminated against. While I say‘gay friends’, 
most of them identify as bisexual, where there 
can be cross infection to and from hetero¬ 
sexual partners. 

It was in 2011 when I was about to gradu¬ 
ate from the Faculty of Nursing and Public 
Health in Thimphu, that I sought help from 
a psychiatrist, received counseling about my 
beliefs and behaviors, and started my new Life 
with dignity. It was at the end of 2011 that, 
for the first time, I met somebody reliable as 
a brother to me. Tandin was my first ‘bro’, and 
this turned around the way I perceived my 
own Life. He taught me how to accept myself, 
and the Love he showed to me was unforget- 
table.The memories of the first time I met him 
at Memorial Chorten echoes again and again 
in my mind, and reminds me to Live a higher 
and better Life. 

After I graduated and became financially 
independent, I decided to discover the reac¬ 
tions of my friends - to my ‘coming out’. I 
asked a friend of mine ‘what would you do if 
your friend happened to be gay?’ She said ‘I 
would embrace him with my arms open’. This 
was great and unexpected response, and she 
hugged me when I confessed to her that I was 


gay. Later in that year I started telling some of 
the more‘friendly’ health professionals I knew, 
however I Limited it to only those I assumed to 
be non-homophobic. 

In 2013 I was transferred to a southern district 
of Bhutan - Samtse - and had fewer friends 
and Limited capacity to meet my ‘gay-friendLy’ 
Thimphu friends. However, I made some new 
friends in West Bengal and Sikkim during my 
holidays. 

The year 2015 came as a blessing year to me. 
With the support of Lhaksam, I was sent for a 
study tour to Nepal. In Nepal I made a number 
LGBT friends who were working for the Blue 
Diamond Society, and they were very friendly, 
encouraging and Lively. I was also inter¬ 
viewed by the UjaLo Network, the FM radio 
programme run by the Blue Diamond Society. 
On coming back to my homeland, I decided to 
break the Long silence and Let people know 
gays do exist in Bhutan. I came out to my 
mother. It is sad that she continues to hold 
the views of most mothers that I need to con¬ 
tinue the family Lineage. It was 11th March 
2015, still with fear, worried and sweating, 
that I went to the Ministry of Health, NACP to 
announce I was coming out’ on national tele¬ 
vision. I felt supported, and it was at 7 pm that 
I did come out’ in an interview for the popular 
show of the Bhutan Broadcasting Service. The 
next day I was interviewed by KuenseL, and 
people started talking about gays in Bhutan - 
it was really a silence broken! 

It was not an easy task. I always dreamt of 
coming out but felt that I was unprepared 
and would face post-disclosure discrimina¬ 
tion. It took me almost a year to think and 
plan. Coming out may happen for some soon 
after they accept their sexual orientation, 
or it may take many, many years for some, 
and may not happen at all for others. It is a 
personal choice, and not compulsory. If they 
are happy in the closet and that is how they 
Live - fine, but I was never happy in the closet. 
The feeling to tell others was bursting in me 
every night. After coming out I received calls 
from many Bhutanese and foreign friends. 


// 

Facebook pages quoted me and wrote 
about me. The most touching bit was 
when one of my closet friends wrote 
to me saying 7 envy you, you did it and 
wish I could do it, heads up to you' 
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Facebook pages quoted me and wrote about 
me. The most touching bit was when one of 
my closet friends wrote to me saying ‘I envy 
you, you did it and wish I could do it, heads 
up to you’. 

From the general public I seem to be accepted 
and tolerated, but still people whisper behind 
me. They will Look at each other after I pass 
by and talk about me. Some of my friends 
are afraid of walking with me or going to 
restaurants and bars with me. It is true most 
Bhutanese think being homosexual is ‘unnatu¬ 
ral’, even thought the acceptance Level may 
be higher compared to other countries since 
Bhutanese are generally compassionate peo¬ 
ple. People might accept you and tolerate you, 
if you are not their sons and daughters. 

Despite our successes so far in Bhutan, most 
LGBT poepLe are still hidden and suffering in 
silence and alone: ‘’I am a gay within the four 
corners of my room, but to the outside world 
I am a ‘man’”. What can I say? Our transgender 
sisters have many stories to tell about how 
they are treated. For example at a recent 
symposia conducted by the Health Ministry in 
Thimphu they spoke of health workers who 
did not respect their privacy. Some teachers 
and school authorities told the younger gay 


men that that it was their own fault that they 
acted ‘girly’ because of which they were being 
bullied and pushed into the girls’ toilets of 
their schools. 

Bhutan is a Buddhist country where diverse 
sexualities are not spoken about much and 
sexual activity seems to be ‘sin’. Flowever, here 
I would Like to quote His Floliness Dzongsar 
Khentse Rinpoche on his insights regarding 
LGBT people. The Rinpoche has said: “your 
sexual orientation has nothing to do with 
understanding the truth or not understanding 
the truth,you could be gay, Lesbian, or straight, 
but we never know which one will get enlight¬ 
ened first.” Buddhism is about cause and 
effect. Thus, if we sow good seeds we should 
get better result and continue to accumulate 
good karma. Buddhism teaches us to be kind, 
compassionate,thoughtful and mindful so that 
we don’t create bad karma. 

LGBT people are generally not spoken about, 
and our voices unheard by our own families. 
I would Like to see more LGBT Bhutanese 
people speaking out, so that others can hear 
our stories, our fears, our worries, and also our 
joys and dreams of happy futures with every¬ 
one else Living in an exciting, inclusive Land of 
Gross National Happiness! 


// 

Despite our successes so far in Bhutan , 
most LGBT poeple are still hidden and 
suffering in silence and alone: "I am a 
gay within the four corners of my room , 
but to the outside world I am a 'man'". 























CHENNAI'S OPEN ARMS FOR 
THE'CRIMINALS IN LOVE' 


V 

earnings have been the cause of 

ruins of all awful, extents from times 
immemorial and they hold their Legacy even 
now. The paperboy early in the morning greets 
us with his anxious eyes as we rub our slum¬ 
bering ones, to earn that extra buck while 
that Late night news reader wraps up the day 
with his good night (with a perceptibly miss¬ 
ing yawn), a desperate call for a break that is 
needed. In the middle are we, stirred in emo¬ 
tions, I mean, Longings, Living our day, planned 
or unplanned, on a balancing gesture, stretch¬ 
ing and un-stretching ourselves to meet their 
demands. 

Blinded by the vapoury yearnings, which 
descend on us with vengeance for demands 
unfulfilled, rarely are we permitted to desire a 
breather from an abundance of air, purified of 
its stagnant redundancy. Such is Life, we yell, 
giving names Like commitments and respon¬ 
sibilities for things driven by an inner desire, 
with exceptions when one still has the shal¬ 
low and pretentious selflessness to fight with. 
Violent would the attempts to disrupt this 
routine be, as the fight is with oneself, for the 
same one, when both his selves speak for their 
parts, proving just. And mine were Less crazy in 
no particular way one can ever come up with! 
Night times are my cathartic moments, espe¬ 
cially on the roads, when the Lights on those 
ambitious billboards flicker in vivid hues 
(with the maddening vehicular traffic already 
asleep), the only signs of Life after a busy day. 
These billboards, no Longer the advertisers, 
now speak of mysterious, flamboyant dreams, 


giving direction to my aimless walks, with 
my eyes upturned, catching their flicker and 
missing nothing, making out images not being 
seen. The small town boy that I was, Chennai 
was a network of such streets, unexplored, 
when I had to relocate here for my under 
graduation. Let conservative, chicken-hearted, 
closed circuited (one of my favourites), etc., be 
the tag words glued to Chennai, but my night 
trips never had anything to do with these bor¬ 
ing modifiers. 

It was on one such night did my stress worn 
feet drag me to the Marina beach, to that gays’ 
corridor, squeezed in between the historic 
government buildings and the polluted sea 
waters beyond a massive expanse of heav¬ 
ily Littered sand, with one most remembered 
chief minister resting peacefully at its side. 
It’s a cruisers’ spot in all aspects, religiously 
revered as ‘The sanctuary for Chennai gays’ 
by one petty artist I came across. With the air 
saturated with stench caused by the wayside 
urinators, boldly misguided by the ‘men only’ 
ambience, I was quite uncomfortable but 
then I was partly pleased as this place was 
the closest actualization I could ever achieve 
of those parks in movies that men frequent, 
more in night. 

A shady place as it is, why beatify myself by 
making me the cold researcher, for I was no 
Less a hooker than them, hooking up with the 
unknown, with no Less wants. Everything is 
decided by a stare over here, and I did know 
the tricks to avoid being misunderstood as 


Forays into the dark 
underbelly of Chennai in a 
rendezvous with male sex 
workers at Marina Beach-the 
city’s gay cruising spot. 
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encouraging. Those Lusty stares from beefy 
hunks, enquiring ones from the middle aged 
(watch out for the pan in their mouths!), timid 
downwardly stares from the grey haired old¬ 
ies and to top it all, the winners were those 
desperate, deadly stares, determined to devour 
you even without a touch! By winners, I mean 
the most memorable ones and not the actual 
winning of their pursuit, which is an altogeth¬ 
er different story governed not by the magni¬ 
tude of the stare. Shiny costumes donned by 
a few, (sex workers, as I heard), add colour to 
the ageing night, and of course to the wearer.” 
He is a she! No, but she may not be a she! “, so 
go the comments as a gang of dandies pass 
by, followed by one figure draped in a sari, in 
an ultramodern way, rouged cheeks and wet 
Lips! Cars follow them with an unusually slow 
speed, suggesting an imminent halt with any 
sign from the group. A few get picked up, while 
a few refuse to, returning with their hands 
busy, setting their hair in place. A few smoke, 
out of anxiety? Or maybe, just boredom. 

Those dandies spotted me and came to me 
asking,“Time enna?” (What’s the time?). I could 
see from his watch that it was 1030. After the 
regular exchanges of nom de guerres, and our 
fictitious jobs, he then talked about his man¬ 


sion nearby, hinting his readiness to host me. 
I didn’t want to just Lose him for he sounded 
quite decent and suggested my wish to be 
here for a few more minutes for which he 
obliged. Waving at the passersby, he seemed 
quite well known to most of the well dressed 
guys there. It was then that I came. Then came 
a khakhied guy, and then the hushes and the 
inactivity, the danger as I smelt! Then the nor¬ 
malcy! One of to know about his part time job 
that helped to fill the hole his mansion’s rent 
made on his tiny pocket. 

The elusive male sex workers, non-existent to 
Indian cinema, with not much citation in arti¬ 
cles on prostitution in magazines, were just in 
front of me. These poor young men, obviously 
Leading double Lives by choice, seemed to have 
arrived at a better solution to Lead their Less 
Lucky Lives. And if it’s a question of whether 
being ‘pleasure-driven or money-driven’, it 
has something to do with pleasure, for the 
guy I talked to, made no mention of my pay¬ 
ing him. He was in fact starting to yarn a tale 
of his Love for me, taking my interest as an 
encouragement! Easy hopes for a simple man, 
and there, a sign of aspiration! Then were my 
enquiries about safe sex, and pat came his 
approval for Letting me do him with no rubber. 


Some people are still into trusting others, no 
wonder we still have innocent in our diction¬ 
ary. Maybe, ignorant is the right word! Not that 
he was ever told, for he did mention about a 
few people supplying condoms and a meeting 
stressing the need for safe sex.The change did 
happen in his thinking, but not in his way of 
perceiving things. A seventeen year old getting 
buggered for money, teens fellating stinky old 
men, gay Lovers in the flesh trade together, 
married men trying to earn some extra money 
and the List went on, of which my ears could 
hear no more of! Should the blame be on the 
unjust dancing of money or on the choice of 
Living of a few? And why should there be any 
blaming, for they are as proud as any other 
moneymaker, with regrets attributable to the 
professions of even you and me? Yearning is 
the common catalyst here (and of course in 
every other place), the primitive wheel of its 
own will, with the protagonists stuck to its 
spokes! 

I got an auto back home from the bus stop 
nearby, shooing away the desperate bikers, 
who took me for one soliciting sex! Guilty I 
did feel, for breaking the heart of that overtly 
romantic young man, and satisfied was me as I 
got my share of flattery I was so desperate for! 
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MY FRIEND... 
DOMINIC 


BY R. BENEDITO FERRAO 
BEST OF PINK PAGES 


A man diagnosed with HIV is humili¬ 
atingly arrested and then seques¬ 
tered in a tuberculosis ward where 
he is the sole inmate. This dramat¬ 
ic scene might as well be fiction, seeing as it 
repeatedly appears in such works as the novel 
The Lost Flamingoes of Bombay (2009) by 
Siddharth Dhanvant Sanghvi and the film My 
Brother... Nikhil (2005) by Onir. Neither men¬ 
tions the person who actually Lived through 
those events. The year was 1989; the place, 
Goa. Rather than being advised of his condi¬ 
tion, a frequent blood donor finds out he has 
contracted HIV upon being detained by the 
authorities. His disease is equated with crimi¬ 


nality. They knew him as Goa’s Patient Zero: 
the first reported case of HIV. To me, he was 
my friend Dominic D’souza. 

I remember when we first met. 

“Hi, I’m Dominic”, he had said, but I hoped he 
was not. The year was 1990 and I was being 
introduced to members of the Mustard Seed 
Art Company in Panjim, Goa. When I auditioned 
to join the Seeds as a teenager, I had heard 
of someone named Dominic who had been 
in the news. Indeed, all of Goa, if not India, 
knew about that Dominic. Surely, it was only a 
coincidence that the Lead actor of the theatri- 
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cal group had the same name as that other 
person. This Dominic was solemn, yet charis¬ 
matic. I was to find that he could as easily be 
a goofball with a wicked sense of humour. His 
knack for giving ear to my adolescent woes 
without judgement made us fast friends. So, 
to me, my friend could certainly not have been 
that Dominic... or so I convinced myself. For 
as Long as the facts remained unclear, I could 
keep myself and my parents in the dark. But in 
a small place Like Goa, it was not Long before 
they discovered the truth. Having been curious 
about who this Dominic was, when they had 
their suspicions confirmed, my parents con¬ 
fronted me. ALL I heard as they upbraided me 
were not full sentences, not even phrases - it 
was just that word: “AIDS”. It was the one thing 
I had hoped not to find out about my friend. 

Looking back, I realise that most of what I 
Learned about Dominic’s activism came from 
others because he was never one to seek 
plaudits. As a friend, Dominic was just that 
and never the public figure he was elsewhere. 
The disease had brought him notoriety, but 
rather than being concerned with how he had 
become infected, Dominic was more interested 
in how he could change social perceptions 
about HIV/AIDS. In the film My Brother... 
Nikhil, I recognise the activist, but I fail to see 
the Dominic I knew. 

The movie’s title character is the son of the 
Kapoors, a couple in Goa who, with their 
daughter Anamika, relate the episodes of 
Nikhil’s Life, in retrospect, between the Late 
1980s and early 1990s. Although the family’s 
ethnicity is not revealed, Anamika comments 
on how her mother is proud of her Portuguese 
heritage. The father is perhaps, as one might 
gather from the family name, of North Indian 
origin. The film is mainly in Hindi, with a 
smattering of songs in Konkani, one of Goa’s 
official Languages. As the story develops, Nigel 
de Costa - Nikhil’s boyfriend - is introduced as 
a Goan from Dubai. Even as the movie fiction¬ 
alises Dominic’s Life, it appears to be uncertain 
about how to represent Goanness, in the midst 
of portraying gay identity in India, while also 
making a point about the ostracism faced by 
those with HIV/AIDS. 

Though Goa was a Portuguese colony for 451 
years, interraciality was rare. It is thus striking 
that the Kapoors are cast as a family whose 
Goanness is created by coupling characters 


that are of North Indian and Portuguese 
heritage. In their ability to speak Hindi and 
being, at Least part, North Indian, the family 
is expected to appear more Indian than had 
they been distinctly Goan, an ethnicity often 
rendered as anomalous to mainstream Indie 
culture. Interestingly, the Kapoors’ religious 
persuasion is also Left unclear, Lest the pros¬ 
pect that they are Christian inhibit them from 
being seen as the average Indian family. What 
this negates is that while Christianity in Goa 
is syncretically Indian, the majority of Goa’s 
people are, in fact, Hindu. Delivering some of 
his reminiscences about his boyfriend against 
the backdrop of a Church, Nigel is meant to be 
seen as a Christian. Yet,as the foreign-returned 
Indian who challenges Nikhil for being in the 
closet, Nigel’s openness is associated with 
him having Lived abroad. His Liberal nature is 
also Linked to his financial security, evidenced 
by his beachfront property. These ambivalent 
characterisations, then, partake of Dominic’s 
Life story as a Goan person, but attempt to 
subsume Goanness within a general percep¬ 
tion of Indianness. At the same time, the film 
aims to focus on the trauma of its gay Indian 


ii 

The disease had brought him notoriety, 
but rather than being concerned with 
how he had become infected[ Dominic 
was more interested in how he could 
change social perceptions about HIV/ 
AIDS. In the film My Brother... Nikhil ' / 
recognize the activist , but I fail to see 
the Dominic I knew. 
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characters by making their struggles synony¬ 
mous with a more global interpretation of gay 
rights, itself associated with being male and 
middle class. Relying on the “Indo-Portuguese” 
and diasporic identities of the Lovers as multi- 
culturality, the film attaches the travails of its 
characters to the plight of other gay men Like 
them in the world beyond India. 

While AIDS cannot be separated from the his¬ 
tory of the gay rights movement in the decades 
since the disease’s advent, it has never been 
an affliction that only befalls homosexual 
men. In his review of We Were Here (2011), 
Andrew PuLver of The Guardian applauds 
David Weismann and Bill Weber’s documen¬ 
tary about “the ravages of the AIDS virus ... on 
early 1980s San Francisco, where thousands 
of gay men died ... before prevention educa¬ 
tion and community activism helped slow the 
devastation”. But PuLver notes that “the ongo¬ 
ing disaster in Africa gets barely a mention”. 
Indeed, this omission occurs because We Were 
Here spotlights the experiences of white gay 
men, which are meant to stand in for those of 
all HIV/AIDS victims in 1980s America. Among 
the film’s main interviewees, only one is an 
African American. Though gay men were at 
the forefront of AIDS activism in the 1980s, 
the film notes that Lesbians also Looked out 
for the community, but little is said about 
how the disease affected people of different 
socio-economic and racial backgrounds, many 
of whom participated in the movement too. 
That these AIDS-related issues in the United 
States are themselves connected to access to 
care across the globe is additionally occluded 
by the film’s myopia. 

Similarly, My Brother... Nikhil, purportedly the 
first Indian film about homosexuality, “owns” 
AIDS as a gay disease. In it, the greater risk 
of contracting HIV through homosexuality 
becomes symbolic of the trauma of being a 
middle class, Indian, gay man. In the hateful 
Goa of the film, already having to deal with 
the incarceration of his HIV-infected Lover, 
Nigel returns home one day to see the word 
“faggot” spray-painted on the walls of his 
house. Forgoing Hindi, which the film had 
to this moment used as its mode of expres¬ 
sion, the slur in English communicates Local 
knowledge of homophobia from the world 
beyond. Literally, the writing is on the wall as 
provincial Goa becomes no different than the 
rest of the planet in its treatment of gay men 


because of AIDS. 

While the film does well to identify preju¬ 
dice and the need to address it, in parlaying 
Dominic’s Legacy into an insular form of activ¬ 
ism, it denies the greater activist potential 
of the queer movement. In the movie, Nikhil 
establishes an organisation called People 
Positive, mirroring Dominic’s own work in 
creating a non-profit called Positive People 
which was the first Goan organisation of its 
kind and one that still exists. Despite the 
way he had been treated, Dominic Loved Goa 
and saw himself as part of it. He wanted 
that no one else in Goa should have to go 
through what he did. Simultaneously, his advo¬ 
cacy efforts took him around the world where 
he became a voice for those discriminated 
against because of HIV/AIDS. This contrasts 
with My Brother... Nikhil where discrimination 
becomes the driving force for instituting a gay 
identity that separates itself from ethnicity 
while conjoining with more global iterations 
of gay rights that are Largely male- and middle 
class-centric. At a moment where gay rights 
in several parts of the world has become so 
eminently concentrated on marriage equal¬ 
ity, AIDS activism no Longer occupies centre 
stage as it did historically. Due to advances 
in medicine, Living with HIV is no more the 
death sentence it was, but this is not a global 
phenomenon and access to healthcare, even in 
countries Like the United States, Leaves much 
to be desired for communities of colour and 
those who are Low income. Dominic’s brand of 
activism is a reminder that acceptance cannot 
be narrowly defined. 

I remember the Last time we spoke. It was the 
only occasion Dominic said anything about his 
activist work to me. He mentioned an impend¬ 
ing conference abroad. Suddenly, he was not 
just a friend I knew from the theatre, who 
Laughed at my jokes, and empathised with me. 
He was someone whose influence touched the 
Lives of people on the world stage. 

Dominic, I did not get to say goodbye to you 
twenty years ago in May 1992 when you 
breathed your Last in a Bombay hospital. I 
had hoped you were not that other Dominic, 
because it would mean Losing you. But the 
world is a better place because you were in 
it. Not a day goes by that you are not remem¬ 
bered, my friend. Rest in peace... 


n 

I remember the last time we spoke. It 
was the only occasion Dominic said 
about his activist work to me. Suddenly ; 
he was not just a friend I knew from the 
theatre, who laughed at my jokes, and 
empathised with me. 
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With Special thanks to Ashok 
Row Kavi,Arvind Narain,and 
Navarun Gupta 


he first public coming out 

In 1984 when Ashok Row Kavi came 
out of the closet in an interview to the 
feminist Savvy magazine, he became the first 
Indian to do so. The interview created a furor 
and with that he officially kick started the 
Indian gay rights struggle. 


ii 

A newspaper article on 
Ashok Row Kavi 



By Rima Kashyap 


Y ou can love him or you 
can hate him but you 
can’t ignore him. India's 
gay rights activist and 
spokesperson, Ashok Row Kavi 
doesn’t even have to try to be in 
the centre of a storm. It just fol¬ 
lows him wherever he goes. 

Being an open gay has had its 
ups and downs but Ashok would¬ 
n’t have it different. "Most gay 
men don't come out of the closet 
because they don’t want to hurt 
their parents. It’s either guilt or 
shame that keeps them from 
telling their parents. You know, 
when they made my horoscope 
after I was bom, the pundit told 
them it was a very funny horo¬ 
scope as there was no sign of any 
woman in it." 

Ashok remembers "At school 
(Bombay Scottish Orphanage) I 
realised that I was different from 
other boys... for example I just 
could not understand why my cap¬ 
tain (who by the way was my first 
’experience’) and the other boys, 
were whistling at girls." Although 
troubled, Ashok completed his 
BSc at Xaviers College and then 
like most boys, went on to do 
engineering at VJTI. "When I was 


wpo would be gay, and out of the 


in college I realised there was 
some kind of grey area in my 
social life. I couldn't stand VJTI 
and ran away and joined the 
Ramakrishna mission... I felt I was 
inclined towards a different sexu¬ 
ality. but didn’t know what to do. 
It was, I suppose a method of run¬ 
ning away from my sexuality.” he 
says. 

"By the time I came out of the 
monastery I realised my sexuality 
and also realised that no one real¬ 
ly cared for your happiness. 
Everybody is too busy with their 
own selves. The process was just 
one of coming out. I was never in 
(the closet). I never really told my 
parents, I think they sort of 
guessed.” 

Ashok was always interested in 
journalism...” my first letter came 
out in the Times of India when I 
was 12 years old. After I came out 
of the monastery and knew I did¬ 
n’t want to be a monk either. I did 
a course in journalism ai Bhavans 
and apprenticed at Free Press and 
Indian Express for six months 
each. In 1971 I started Debonair 
with Anthony Braband, we quit 
together and I joined the Indian 
Express, then The Daily (as 
deputy chief reporter), chief 
reporter at Free Press and lastly as 
the Mumbai correspondent of The 
Week.’’ 



Would he have been as aggres¬ 
sively defensive had he not pub¬ 
licly admitted to being gay? “I had 
never done anything about being 
gay till 1989 when I went to the 
Fifth International Aids 
Conference at Montreal and 
realised that gay men were fight¬ 
ing for their lives and that funds 


were needed to fight AIDS. We 
needed a recognition of our prob¬ 
lems and we had to make the gov¬ 
ernment aware of all these. I 
decided to start a newsletter, 
Bombay Dost to make gays aware 
of AIDS. ” 

It may have been a subconscious 
offshoot of his own experience of 


dealing with his problem alone. 
Bombay Dost soon became a plat¬ 
form for ‘men who prefer men.’ 
The gays in Bombay heaved a 
sigh of relief that there was a plat¬ 
form. But even then there were 
groups: The affluent lot asked 
why do we need this? The middle 
and working classes needed a plat¬ 
form for getting out their needs 
and views and to find out what is 
happening in the community. The 
first issue came out in 1990 April 
and contained a very popular clas¬ 
sified page, photo features, fiction 
poetry and film reviews — all 
related to gay issues. 

In Bangalore, to talk at the Gay 
Rights Seminar held at the 
National Law School. Ashok 
spoke on his favourite topic: 
’Gayness in India’. According to 
him, an estimated five percent of 
the population is gay (19 million) 
and another 40 percent have 
experimented or want to experi¬ 
ment which makes it a massive 
potential target. “Gays don’t want 
to convert anyone, they just want 
to be left alone. But according to 
the law. two adult men cannot 
have a liaison. And whether a man 
decides to come out of the closet 
or not. he must be given this right 
Most countries in the world, have 
stopped this discrimination." 

As a sort of spokesperson for 


closet 

gays in India. Ashok. now in his 
late 40’s. has been jetting around 
the world, networking with other 
Indian gay groups in USA and 
UK. Besides editing Bombay 
Dost, Ashok is chairman of the 
Hums afar trust formed in 1995, 
which conducts India's first sexu¬ 
al health drop-in centre for men. 
Besides HIV/AIDS awareness 
programmes, working with gov¬ 
ernment and health authorities and 
social groups, the centre, (500 sq 
feet in a Mumbai suburb given by 
the Mumbai Municipal 
Corporation), is open every 
Friday. A special help-line 
receives 70 calls a day. "Anyone 
can just walk in. We want people 
to come and ask questions. It is a 
meeting place, a counselling cen¬ 
tre, everything. We have not 
restricted it to gays only, because 
we want others to understand us as 
well and we need to understand 
the pressures of the parents and of 
the gay man. Very often, the pres¬ 
sure to get married haunts the 

r ing man. When he succumbs, 
marries, and the poor girl suf¬ 
fers...” 

Being gay is a kind of chemistry 
— a choice you make regarding 
the people you are attracted to and 
want to live with. It may be a man, 
a woman, short, tall, brown, white 
— does it matter? 
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Launch of Bombay Dost 

In 1990, Ashok Row Kavi Launched India’s 
first gay magazine “Bombay Dost”. Initially 
distributed in brown bags the magazine con¬ 
tinued publishing till 2002 after which it 
went defunct due to financial issues. It was 
relaunched in 2009. 


Old issues of Bombay Dost, 
Early! 990s 





A 

cinz&js* 

REPORT ON 
IRE STATUS 
OF 

HOMOSEXUALITY 

INDIA 

AIDS BHEDBHAV VIRODHI ANDOLAN 

[A]OS Aj*. Dtjcrmrollon Mw.wn*#m 
Nov-Dec 
1991 

New Delhi 
INDIA 


Gays hit the streets 

In 1992, the first public protest by gay rights 
activists happened in Delhi under the banner 
of “AIDS Bhedbhav Vidrohi Andolan”. 


Picture By: Jagdish Yadav, 
For The Telegraph 




Less Than Gay 

In 1992, a path breaking report was published 
called “Less Than Gay”, which documented 
both the personal struggles of LGBT Indians, 
as well as the fractured history of homosexual 
Love in India. Incidentally, a review in Sunday 
had described Less Than Gay as “pornographic’ 
and it was only after an 18-month battle in 
the Press Council that the magazine agreed 
to publish ABVA’s rejoinder. Siddhath Gautam, 
in whose memory the Siddharth Gautam Film 
Festival was organized for several years was 
the principal author. 


Siddharth Gautam 
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Media takes notice 

The demonstration in Delhi also meant that 
for the first time the Indian media took 
notice of the demands of the LGBT community. 
(Picture : Media report about the protest in 
Navbharat Times, 12 August 1992) 


Media report about the protest in 
Navbharat Times, 12 August 1992 



The first Gay Pride march 

Kolkata saw the first official gay pride march 
of the country in 1997, when a bunch of fifteen 
brave gay men marched with a rainbow flag in 
what was called the “Friendship march”. 


Newspaper report about first Pride 
march in Calcutta 
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The law and our rights 

In 1997,the first LGBT Rights Seminar was held 
in National Law School of India, Bangalore- an 
initiative pushed forward by then student 
Arvind Narain. The seminar captured media 
attention and brought together some of the 
initial gay rights activists along with sup¬ 
porters of gay rights including Ashok Rao 
Kavi, Anand Grover , Dr. Shekar Seshadri and 
Manohar ELavarthi as well as many students 
of the NLSIU. A key role in organizing the 
seminar was played by Sanjay Kabir Bavikatte 
a then student of the NLSIU who was straight. 


Sanjay Bavikatte, on the cover of 
Bangalore Magazine 
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The flame keeps burning 

Between 1997 and 2008, several demonstra¬ 
tions were held across Indian cities by the 
LGBT community. Though not termed “Pride” 
marches, they were nonetheless rare opportu¬ 
nities for the gay community to hit the streets 
and make themselves more visible. 


A protest march at the Flora 
Fountain in 2005 , Mumbai. 
(Picture by: Sachin Jain) 




The Celebrity Glamor 

In the years between 2005 and 2009, the 
gay factor stayed in the news owing to the 
celebrity glamor quotient even as the Lawyers 
slogged out the Section 377 case away from 
all this media glare. In 2005 Manavendra 
Singh Gohil of Gujarat became the first royal 
in the world to come out as gay- he was soon 
made a global celebrity by Oprah Winfrey. In 
2006- Amartya Sen, Vikram Seth, Arundhati 
Roy and a host of other celebrities wrote an 
open Letter calling on the Government to 
decriminalize homosexuality. 


Manavendra Singh Gohil, 
photographer: Renee Nowytarger 


Gay India finally comes out 

In June 2008 coordinated Pride parades hap¬ 
pened for the first time in Delhi, KoLkata and 
Bangalore. Mumbai also joined in August. 
Thousands of gay and Lesbian Indians came 
out in an amazing display of solidarity- though 
the number of masks in the parades was an 
indication of the nervous times of Section 377. 


Participants at the Delhi Pride 
March , photographer unknown 
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2 July 2009-The Delhi High Court judgement 

At sharp 10:30 in the morning, a ruling that 
came out of the Delhi High Court changed the 
fate of the Indian LGBT community for ever. 
In an eloquently worded 105 page document 
the court ruled that Section 377 of the Indian 
Penal Code can no Longer be used to criminal¬ 
ize consensual gay sex among adults. 


The Times of India front 
page on 3 July 2009 



1 n Landmark Ruling, Ik'Llii IIC Savs I lomosexmEty Not A Crime 

INDIA'S GAY DAY 
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India speaks up for equality and fairness 

While the Indian gay community celebrated 
the judgement, the media (both English and 
vernacular), celebrities and young people 
across the nation spoke up for equal and fair 
treatment of LGBT Indians. And so when TV-9 
conducted a “sting operation” on gay men in 
Hyderabad, Aligarh Muslim University fired a 
gay professor, or the country’s Health minister 
called homosexuality a disease, the Indian 
LGBT community did not find itself alone in 
condemning such blatant homophobia and 
bigotry. 


Picture: By Aditya Bandopadhyay, 
Lawyers and the activists from the 
gay community celebrate the high 
court judgement in New Delhi 


11/12/13: A major setback 

The LGBT rights movement in India suffered 
a major setback when the Supreme Court 
delivered a shock judgement recriminaLiz- 
ing homosexuality. Across cities, LGBT Indians 
and their supporters took to the streets to 
demonstrate that they are not the “miniscule 
minority” that the court had termed them. 
Since then, a curative petition was filed, and 
Congress Member of Parliament has made a 
couple of abortive attempts to decriminalize 
through the Parliamentary route. Court ruling 
in Bengaluru) 


Picture: Manjunath Kiran /AFP, 
Protest against the Supreme Court 
ruling in Bengaluru 
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BY ROVINSHARMA 


BEING GENDERQUEER: 
A FIGHT WORTH 
FIGHTING 
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G rowing up in a conservative fam¬ 
ily in Haryana my effeminacy was 
always discouraged. People often 
ask each other to stay real, but 
nobody has ever said that to me- rather I was 
always asked to behave Like someone I was 
not. 


This shift started when I first came to Delhi in 
the year 2012-1 remember wearing a palazzo 
and a black glittery cut sleeved top with my 
high heels,framing it as an experiment to ease 
my anxiety. 

Growing up, gender was just a confusing con¬ 
cept. I just didn’t get it. It felt Like everywhere 
in my Life people were sorting people in just 
two groups and neither of them worked for 
me. I had a very difficult childhood because 
I constantly found myself trapped between 
the two opposing options - never masculine 
enough for boys and never feminine enough 
for girls. After some research and introspection 
I discovered the word “genderqueer”. Not that 
it gave me a way to Label myself, but at Least 
it told me that I wasn’t the only one who felt 
this way. 

Now the way I understand my gender is that 
I am both man and a woman and neither a 
man and a woman. I am outside these entire 
categories. I am Rovin and Rovin exists outside 
of society’s heteronormative gender binary. “I 
wasn’t born in the wrong body, I was born in 
the wrong world” was what I told myself. 

The story goes something Like this: Every 
morning when I wake up and Look at my 
closet I ask myself, “How much do I want to 
be street harassed today?” You have no idea 
how walking down the street as our authen¬ 
tic selves can invite so much verbal abuse 
or even worse. It is a sad reminder that this 
world doesn’t Live and Let Live. Before Leaving 
the house everyday, I wonder if my Lipstick is 
too dark, or whether my makeup is too Loud- 
just to reduce the threat of harassment and 
violence. 


We are often erased from history and are told 
that we are not supposed to exist. But the fact 
is that I am everywhere around you, it’s just 
that I am often asked to pick a side. There is 
hardly a place where we can be who we really 
are- not at school, not on the streets, not in the 
metro, not at college, not at work, in fact not 
even in public restrooms. 

For me the question “how do I present my 
best self at work?” becomes “can I present my 
best self at work?”. I was told that I am not 


professional, but I feel I am professional in 
my own way, a way which most consider alien. 
“Professionalism” has been my enemy, because 
it requires that my gender identity is con¬ 
stantly and unrepentantly erased. If you dare 
to step out of Line, you risk being mistreated 
by coworkers, Losing promotions or even Losing 
your job. In fact, I did Lose a job- my employers 
fired me saying that I am “too casual”. 

People are constantly told to “act profes¬ 
sionally” without a second thought. Wear a 
garment that represents your non-Western 
culture to work? Your boss may tell you it’s 
unprofessional. Wear your hair in braids or 
dreadlocks instead of straightened? That’s 
probably unprofessional too. People may think 
you’re not being professional enough. 

We deserve to have our work ethic and intel¬ 
lect respected regardless of how we choose 
to express our gender identities. We deserve 
to be able to wear clothing and behave in 
ways that affirm our gender. We deserve to be 
treated fairly in the workplace. 

While people may try to discriminate against 
me and tell me that I’m dressing “inappropri¬ 
ately” for work, I will hold on to my gender 
identity and sense of self. In the workplace, I 
will stick up for those who, Like me, find that 
their gender does not match a prefabricated 
box. I will wear my heels, pearls and skirts 
to work until, hopefully, the world can Learn 
to respect people Like me. So to all of the 
discriminatory employers out there, you better 
watch out, because I am genderqueer, profes¬ 
sional and unafraid. 

Fashion is actually one of the most political 
things I do on a daily basis. The same dress 
that makes me feel fantastic and free is the 
dress that makes me feel terrified, alone, and 
at risk. The same garment that will get me 
attention on a red carpet will get me mur¬ 
dered in the street. And I have faced that, I 
had to run that night in my heels, hide myself 
behind the cars parked in the streets, bang 
strangers’doors for help. And I say that with no 
exaggeration. Transgender and genderqueer 
people are murdered pretty much every single 
day for having the audacity to express our¬ 
selves and our gender identity publicly. 

We are fighting in our dresses and in our 
gowns, in our skirts, stockings, and heels. We 
are fighting in our bowties and our suits and 
our baggy pants and in our flat sneakers. 

It’s a fight that characterizes my Life every day, 
and it’s a pretty worthwhile one. 


// 

Now the way I understand my gender 
is that I am both man and a woman 
and neither a man and a woman. I am 
outside these entire categories. 
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SOME FILMS 
LEAVE A MARK 


I have been an ardent connoisseur 

of films. Films have inspired the 
sarcasm in me and have also given 
me the necessary gravitas to move ahead in 
Life. They have been my sole comrade at my 
most trying times and have made me believe 
that even the impossible is possible.That’s the 
speciality of cinema that binds us. 

I would Like to share about a few films in 
recent times that have inspired people and 
educated them about LGBTIO rights in their 
own unique way, these films may be forgot¬ 
ten or be put in the archives forever, it is 
important that we acknowledge and keep 
them alive. I want these films to not be for¬ 
gotten ever. 


and believable stories of not just struggle but 
also of Love. I mean, can you imagine someone 
make a Natrang or Jogwa or Mitra again? Well, 
not even the same film makers who made 
them. It is not possible to better the perfect 
and not easy to replicate a genius. These films 
have gained a cult status.These films will not 
be forgotten. But there are some which could 
be forgotten Later, not because they are bad 
films, but because they didn’t have the money 
to invest in PR to register in our memory. 

I am Listing down 4 best BoLLywoody films that 
I believe should never ever be forgotten. They 
ask a pertinent question each and address it 
beautifully. 

TIME OUT 


BY HARISH IYER 


LGBT themes in Bollywood 
movies that will not be 
forgotten. 


I think, regional cinema has done way better 
than Hindi cinema. And I have a problem with 
Bollywood movies being seen as the only 
true Indian films. Come on. It will take sev¬ 
eral moons for Bollywood to reach where the 
Marathi maanus or the Bengalis have reached 
in terms of depiction of real Life characters 


The Question It Addresses: 

Does every Liberal family accept people from 
different sexualities? 

Time Out doesn’t have any fancy star cast. 
They don’t have some known director or a 
well-known production house to back them. 
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Still,this doesn’t stop Rikhil Bahadur,the direc¬ 
tor to Leave his own impressions in the film 
industry. This is a film about two school going 
brothers who dote on each other, go out play¬ 
ing together. The younger one Looks up to his 
older bro and wants to end up being a great 
basketball player Like him. But the young bro 
is shattered when he catches his older bro 
doing naughty things on bed with his boy¬ 
friend. One would imagine that the up-market, 
Liberal family where the dad is the dude and 
the mother is seen as a friend, acceptance of 
alternate sexuality would be easier. Apparently, 
it is not. There is a Lot of turmoil, a Lot of tear 
jerking moments, the gay bro thrown out of the 
basketball team and much more. The raw and 
naked face of homophobia stares back at the 
viewer. The movie ends with the young brother 
giving the older bro a hearty hug. The film has 
Pranay Pachauri as the older bro who plays it to 
perfection, he is presently busy making Youtube 
hotter with his eye candyness and his down to 
earth attitude. Your heart will go out to Chirag, 
the young brother who gets the audience to cry 
with him when he cries. Don’t miss this. 

DEAR DAD 

The Question It Addresses: 


What happens to a son who realises his father 
is gay? 

This film has a South Indian family set in North 
India. When you hear the names of the char¬ 
acters you don’t directly associate them with 
Delhi and Mussoorie where the film is set. Well, 
same is the case with the happy family you see. 
One would Least expect that with the comfort 
and warmth the family shares, it is also faced 
with the challenge of sharing a deep secret 
about the father with the teenage son. It is a 
never before told story in Indian cinema. 

KAPOOR AND SONS 

The Question It Addresses: 

What happens to a gay child in a dysfunctional 
family? 

This film by Shakun Batra is a tight slap by 
Karan on the face of all his detractors. Yes, 
including me. Though I have Loved Dostana, 
and found it to be path breaking at that time 
when homosexuality was a subject and an 
issue always that involved tragedy. Dostana 
was a welcome change and it spelt out the 
word Gay and made it mainstream. I know many 
of my friends do not share the same opinion, 
but hell, someone said it right - Opinions are 


u 

This is a film about two school going 
brothers who dote on each other, go 
out playing together. The younger one 
looks up to his older bro and wants to 
end up being a great basketball player 
like him. 
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Like assholes, everyone has one. 

Conning back to Kapoor and Sons, the “gayness” 
of Fawad Khan is just one of the stories of the 
film and the whole plot doesn’t revolve around 
the gay theme. It is not a “cause” film that sets 
out with an agenda to change your mind-set, 
it only gives you a peek into a family that has 
every person grappling with some challenge or 
the other. “Coming out” is one such challenge. 
It normalises the challenges people face by 
equating it with other challenges in Life, with¬ 
out making it stand out as the only thing that 
makes the individual. 

MARGARITA WITH A STRAW 

The Question It Addresses: 

What happens when you are disabled and dis¬ 
cover your sexuality? 

I believe that the true disability is just the dis¬ 
ability of Love. This film was made by a bisex¬ 
ual woman, and no film showcases bisexuality 
and Lesbianism the way this film does. This film 
is not a film about disability, this is not a film 
about sexuality, this is a film about an average 
Looking girl from a middle class family who 
dares to dream and achieves her dream. She is 
different, not special. She feels sexual, she flirts, 
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she cheats Like any other girl her age would do. 
She has a boyfriend, she meets a girlfriend who 
becomes her partner and who Leaves her when 
she discovers that she had cheated on her. Kalki 
plays the girl with cerebral palsy and Sayani 
plays the girlfriend who is blind. They both 
are normal by any stretch of our imagination. 
Sexuality is just one part of their Lives, Kalki is 
bisexual, Sayani is homosexual... it is just one 
part, it doesn’t define them completely. 

This is one film that should have been sent to 
the Oscars. And we would have won if we had 
sent it. The performances, the direction, the 
story telling everything is perfect in this film. 
You should watch it. Buy yourself a DVD and 
keep watching it when you are Low. You will be 
filled with joy and happiness and you will be a 
changed person after watching this film. 

That’s what cinema does. In 24 frames, it 
changes your perception and sometimes 
changes your Life. It changed mine. I have 
famously shared it on Satyamev Jayate that 
Sridevi’s films have impacted my young mind 
by weaving a positive narrative and given me 
a reason to face another day with a smile. I 
am sure these films will give people hope and 
happiness and the belief that “I am not alone” 


n 

They both are normal by any stretch 
of our imagination. Sexuality is just 
one part of their lives, Kalki is bisexual, 
Sayani is homosexual... it is just one 
part, it doesn't define them completely. 


Pink Pages Magazine • www.pink-pages.co.in 



ART AND 
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The Jamali-Kamali complex- Sunil Gupta 
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Roy Sinai 
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Bangalore Pride - Dinudey Baidya 
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Bangalore Pride - Amar Mitra 
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Trivandrum Pride - Sreekesh Raveendran Nair 
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Exiles - Nehru Park - Sunil Gupta 
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(L to R) Love, Lust and Loathing - Rudra Kishore Mandal 
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Dancing Queens - Jeff Roy 












Sand - The Kazaky Boys 


43 


Pink Pages Magazine • www.pink-pages.co.in 








Cursory Glances; Wall mural (2014) 


BY KOELCHAKRABORTY 


IN SEARCH 
OF RAINBOWS 


S harmistha Ray aims to address the 
issues of sexuality with the help of 
a paintbrush. Her works speak of a 
sublime confidence that is also reflective of 
the openness of the youth of India today. One 
of the things that struck me even before I 
interviewed her was her foray into the tran¬ 
scendental spaces. A Lot of her work oscillates 
between the esoteric and the familiar, a bril¬ 
liant way to talk about gender and the human 
sexuality spectrum. Sharmistha Lives and 
works by the adage of noted painter Georgia 
O’Keeffe,‘Making your unknown known is the 
important thing’. 

Do you think India is inching on to a more 
open space for queer artists? 


I’m careful about making pronouncements 
about our culture, primarily because it’s not 
a fixed thing. Situations appear to change 
dramatically, and just when it appears there is 
change, we have taken a few steps back as was 
the case with the Supreme Court’s stay of I PC 
377 a few years ago. I do believe that I exist 
in a privileged space, and especially given 
my insider-outsider status, probably have the 
freedom to say and do a Lot more than others. 
That said, I’m not an activist, unless you see 
that being channeled indirectly through my 
art making. Activists work on the frontlines to 
change Laws and policies in our society. Artists 
confront an inner reality. My inner reality is 
that I have embraced my truth, so that reflects 
in my work. Ultimately, that does translate into 
a more open space for expression. But I don’t 
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think that’s everyone’s reality at present. 

Have you noted any difference in the land¬ 
scape of the industry for queer women in 
India and abroad? What are your thoughts on 
inclusivity in the Indian arts space? 

Recently, the Guerilla Girls, those Gorilla-mask 
wearing feminist freedom fighters for the arts, 
were on the The Late Show with Stephen 
Colbert.They emerged on the art scene in New 
York in the Latter day of second-wave feminism 
in the mid-80’s.That time also frames the cusp 
of third-wave gender politics. They are stiLL 
here. They are stiLL relevant. Why? Apparently, 
you still have to be a naked woman to get 
into a major museum. The throne of culture 
is stiLL reserved for men, and not all men, 
predominantly straight white men. We are 
stiLL struggling with feminism, with gender 
discrimination. Within this, queer politics is a 
tiny margin within the conversation. There’s 
no industry. There are some fantastic women 
who are queer who are making compelling 
work, and a smaller percentage of them are 
making work that addresses gender and sexu¬ 
ality. They are Lucky if there’s a conversation 
happening around what they do.They are even 
Luckier if there’s a market for their work. In the 
visual arts, you can’t rely on identity politics 
to get ahead. The work itself has to be very, 
very good. The space for queer artists and 
queer art is wide open for new talent in all 
art forms, and it’s critical to engage with these 
social issues. But no one should do it expect¬ 


ing fame, acclaim or money. They should do it 
because it compels them, and it’s an important 
thing to do. I Like the work that Blank Noise 
is doing, for instance. Chitra Ganesh and Tejal 
Shah are queer and feminist, and have been 
quite successful. 

Do you strive to push the boundaries of gen¬ 
der and sexuality through your work? Why do 
you think it’s important to push and open up 
those boundaries? 

My art making is a sacred space into which I 
pour my psyche.That space doesn’t really have 
a name. For some people, the name is impor¬ 
tant, and certainly, in my outer Life, I’ve pushed 
many boundaries with my appearance, the 
way I present myself, and the views I continue 
to challenge on a daily basis. In that sense, I 
suppose I am sort of an accidental activist. I 
believe it’s important to be who you are, and 
to stand up for it, no matter how difficult that 
may be. I’ve made work that addresses an 
intimate approach to the female body, and I 
also talk about “queering” as the primary Lens 
through which to Look at my work. 

An artist has the right to express herself 
through her work. However, she is denied the 
same rights in a public space. How do you 
seek to explore the identity struggle vis-a-vis 
freedom of expression? 

True, an artist has the right to express herself 
through her work, but she has to be equally 
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Apparently, you still have to be a naked 
woman to get into a major museum. 
The throne of culture is still reserved for 
men , and not all men , predominantly 
straight white men. 


Sharmistha Ray 







In Search of Rainbows, Oil on canvas, 60x60 inches, 2015 


open to the reality that she may be ignored, 
overlooked or misunderstood once the work 
enters the public domain. Audience is a highly 
complex thing for an artist, which is why art 
has resided primarily in rarefied spaces Like 
museums and galleries. It requires a high-level 
of education to engage with art else it can be 
easily misconstrued. My work in the space of 
gender and sexuality is more abstract, than 
Literal. It encompasses expressive abstrac¬ 
tion, nude paintings and intimate drawings 
of women. 

Do you agree that sexual difference has 
become an area of open inquiry and explora¬ 
tion in contemporary art? 

The best art in my mind is boundless. It is 


effortlessly androgynous so you don’t know if 
it was a man or woman that made it, whether 
that man or woman was queer or not. Art is a 
space for open enquiry, in the Utopian sense, 
but the world we Live in is not Utopian. It’s a 
kind of post-dystopia that is unraveling con¬ 
stantly. There are many successful male artists 
abroad who are openly gay or bisexual. That is 
not a Limited space anymore. But for women, 
the story is vastly different. It comes down to 
power, and who controls the art world. 

(Sharmistha Ray is an international visual art¬ 
ist and TED Fellow with numerous solo shows 
and high profile projects around the world 
under her belt. The recipient of notable acco¬ 
lades including the Montblanc Young Artist 
World Patronage Award in 2012) 
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My work in the space of gender and 
sexuality is more abstract, than 
literal. It encompasses expressive 
abstraction, nude paintings and 
intimate drawings of women. 
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BYVIKRAMTYAGI 
BEST OF PINK PAGES 


MEMOIRS 

QUEER 



ay: Hot sunny afternoon 
Location: Hauz Khas Viitage, Delhi 
Time: It’s queer! 


As he puffs away Life into the rings of a ciga¬ 
rette smoke, I am reminded of an old couplet 
by Mirza Ghalib, 

“Hazaaron khwaishein aisi ke har khwaish pe 
dum nikle, 

bohot nikle mere armaan lekin phir bhi kam 
nikle” 


Sunil Gupta is a prodigy when it comes to 
snapping portraits and infusing another Life 
into them. In his Latest series, “Queer”, Sunil 
has rolled some of his most prominent works 
captured in past odd 40 years, since 1970. 


OF A 


The various collections travel across time and 
space, beginning from Montreal and going 
on to New York, London, Sun City, Paris and 
finally, Delhi. 

Vikram Tyagi (VT): You know a Lot of people 
even today find the word queer’ to be quite 
derogatory. Why did you have to pick such a 
title for your book? 

Sunil Gupta (SG): The title of my book,“Queer”, 
is inspired from the 1960s educated, elite 
western class where an open gay man/woman 
was termed queer’. It did have misleading 
connotations even then but the words keep 
changing their meaning with time and situ¬ 
ation. 
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VT: The book is quite bold in its content, then 
why does the cover design depict a man hid¬ 
den behind a mask? 

SG: This is the decision taken by a committee. 
A certain section of the Indian society may 
say that they are cooL with homosexuality, 
but in reality, we’re still struggling to fathom 
it completely. Moreover, we didn’t want to 
restrict our readership. I had personally chosen 
a photograph where two men are Lying over 
each other. 

VT: The book opens up to a montage of shots 
of poor queers in Delhi, entitled ‘Towards an 
Indian Gay Image, 1980-1983’. What’s up with 
the name? 

SG: I am keen to explore the true image of a 
well dressed Indian gay man: somebody who 
is hesitant to be recognised in the open and 
Leads a very conventional Indian Lifestyle. This 
is perhaps the reason why you see a couple 
of them turning their back to my camera. It’s 
seldom that we manage to find people from 
our daily Lives who are comfortable with get¬ 
ting themselves clicked and published. It’s 
frustrating. 

VT: I really Like this photograph with both 
these men Lying together, oblivious to the 


world’s concerns. What place is this? 

SG: This is The JamaLi-Kamali complex. (As per 
the oral tradition, Jamali and Kamali were gay 
Lovers too). Both these men were getting cosy 
inside the tomb where I spotted them. 

VT: And the Outab Minar emerging strategi¬ 
cally from one man’s pelvis... 

SG: Most of Delhi’s monuments represent 
femininity with domes all over, and the Outab 
Minar is the only phallic symbol. 

VT: You have spent most of your Life abroad. 
How different is the status of queer folks out 
there? 

SG: In India, everything is separated by class. 
If you go to a gay pub abroad, you’d find men 
from all strata of society, unlike India, where 
Lower and middle class gets stuck with typical 
norms. Money somehow makes Life easier and 
allows one to be more open and to Live freely. 

VT: What used to be fashionable with gay men 
abroad in those early days? 

SG: Some of the shots were taken at 
Christopher Street. You’d notice the gay fash¬ 
ion here typically comprised of Levi’s jeans 


with a hint of moustache, which was consid¬ 
ered a sign of masculinity way back. 

VT: Your self-portrait with a naked couple in 
the background Looks not only strange, but 
disturbing too. 

SG: I was asked to keep a self-portrait in the 
book. This particular photograph is a social 
statement about my HIV+ status. It’s depicts 
how I am separated from any such physical 
pleasure. I can’t kiss another man, certainly. 

VT: I was expecting at Least one photograph of 
a happy gay couple and their kids. 

SG: I did click a Lesbian couple with their kid 
but Later they got hesitant about having the 
picture out in the open. I have kept a photo¬ 
graph of a gay man and his mother. 

VT: Which is your favorite section from the 
lot? 

SG: ‘Sun City, Paris’ is the most recent of all 
the collections and the most cherished one 
as well. It portrays a typical Indian man who 
Looks hefty and hairy, clubbed with a European 
guy who has a smooth gym-toned body. This 
section of photographs not only deals with gay 
identity but also race politics. 
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THE ARTFUL LIFE OF R.VIJAY 

By Annapurna Garimella 
Serindia Publications 




BOOK 


R4CHARD 

BLAKE 


DEATH 
'OF ROME 
SAGA 


ONSP1RACIES 

DF ROME 



Beautiful, detailed and contemporary: a stun¬ 
ning introduction to the Livng tradition of 
Rajasthani miniature painting of Rakesh Vijay 
in collaboration with Waswo X. Waswo. This 
book is a beautiful testimony to the tradi¬ 
tional skills of an amazing artist plucked from 
obscurity by a visionary photographer-poet 
whose commission has expiated his insecurity 
over his own presence in India while briging 
R. Vijay to the world. 

CONSPIRACIES OF ROME 

By Richard Blake 
Endeavor Press 


Rome, 609 AD. Empire is a fading memory. 
Repeatedly fought over and plundered, the 
City is falling into ruins. Killers prowl by night. 
Far off, in Constantinople, the Emperor has 
other concerns as The Church is beginning 
to flex its own imperial muscle. Enter Aelric 
of England: young and beautiful, sexually 
uninhibited, heroic, if ruthlessly violent - and 
hungry for the Learning of a world that is 
dying around him. A deadly brawl outside 
Rome sucks him straight into the high politics 
of Empire. Soon, Aelric is involved in a race 
against time to find answers before he ends 
up as just another corpse in the gutter. 
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SCARLET NIGHTS 

By Mayur Patel 
Half Baked Beans 





Smart, sexy and confident, MaLvika Chauhan 
Lives an enviably perfect Life in Mumbai. She 
has a flourishing career, a Loving boyfriend 
and a promising future. Spiteful, fearless and 
mysterious, Margrita Lives on the extreme 
ends. Self-merriment is the only thing that 
matters to her. Destiny plays wicked and 
brings the two women face to face with each 
other. While MaLvika knows nothing about 
Margrita, Margrita is well-aware of the hidden 
secrets of Malvika’s past. Malvika’s Life turns 
sour as she struggles against the insufferable 
circumstances inflicted upon her by Margrita. 
It’s a situation she cannot escape. 


BEYOND THE VIRUS 

By Matthias Gerschwitz 
Create Space 

Gerschwitz, who Lives in Berlin, was tested 
HIV-positive in January 1994. Fifteen years 
Later he bluntly wrote about his thoughts, his 
experiences and his feelings on Living with 
HIV in the gay community. Gerschwitz is one 
of the only a few Germans to go public. With 
“Beyond the Virus” in English Language this 
book now is available for an international 
circle of readers. It is meant for those who 
newly are directly or indirectly confronted 
with an infection and of course for those who 
just want to know more about HIV. 



EXPOSE 

By Paul I Lett 

In his first novel, former journalist Paul I Lett 
takes readers into the murky depths of the 
world’s No.l tabloid newspaper, the Daily Ear. 
Ruthless, salacious and unprincipled, the Ear 
has targeted countless celebrities and politi¬ 
cians and Left a trail of shattered Lives in its 
wake. But reporters are people too and have 
secrets of their own. 
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BY AASTHA CHAUDHRY 


TRAVEL GUIDE: 
GAY DELHI 


rom cultural wonders of the old 
city to frequent gay parties at Local 
bars, spas and places to hang out, 
Delhi has some of the best options available 
in India for gay travelers. Delhi’s gay scene is 
stiLL in whispers, but definitely very vibrant 
even in the shadows- word often gets around 
through text messages and online updates. 

Support Groups: 


for Hindi-speaking gay men and other MSM 
meets every Sat from 6-8pm. 

Tour packages and travel services: 

Pink Vibgyor (411,4/F Jainatower 1, Dist Centre 
Jankpuri, 2559-0701): Gay and Lesbian-friendly 
travel agents providing one-stop, tailor-made 
travel plans for travelers going to India, Nepal 
and several South Asian destinations. 


Naz Foundation (2981-2287, 4172-4636): 
Drop-in center, geared more for economically- 
challenged sexual minorities. Support group 


Indjapink (B-91, 1st Floor Lajpat Nagar - I) 
arranges for travelers to have private vehicles, 
gay or gay-friendly guides, spa treatments, and 
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a 24/7 ability to contact their staff. Also, they 
help you be a part of some of the most exclu¬ 
sive gay parties in India. 

Accommodations: 

The Mister And Art House (E-53, E-53, Greater 
Kailash Enclave II, Greater Kailash) is a gay 
owned break and breakfast. 

Bars, clubs and spas: 

Peppers (Chanakya Lane at the Grand Forte, 
near the site of the now demolished Chanakya 
Cinema, towards the end of the road, in 
Chanakyapuri): A Long-running venue to meet 
people from the gay community. Zoo in the 
Garden of Five Senses has gay-popuLar alter¬ 
nate Saturdays for dancing or Lounging out¬ 
side on their patio. Guys can also be found 
cruising in meeting places such as Nehru 
Park in Chankyapuri or the New Delhi Station. 
Less risky perhaps are Kalph Kaya Spa and 
Spartacus Spa, the two saunas for men. You 
can also connect with gay Delhiwallas at 
sguirt.org and desiboys.in. 

Meeting places & hangouts: 

Dhauia Kuan Metro Station: The park in the 
vicinity of the Dhauia Kuan bus stop, is super 


active in the afternoons (it is not safe at 
night) with hundreds of men of all ages who, 
waiting for their bus (sometimes for hours), 
wander around the park Looking for connec¬ 
tions (which happen almost instantly as you 
enter the park). The term MSM was seemingly 
coined to describe this scene. 

Cannaught Place: For high-end shopping and 
dining, visit Connaught Place, where aficiona¬ 
dos of art and history will find several world- 
class museums and galleries. 

Old Delhi- Just north of New Delhi is the 
walled city of Old Delhi. Although much of the 
wall has been Lost,the magnificent entry gates 
still stand. At the centre of OLd Delhi is the 
Red Fort, a 17th-century palace fortress. Don’t 
miss the nearby Jama Masjid, India’s Largest 
mosque. Wander the street bazaars of OLd 
Delhi on foot for a rich shopping experience. 

Not only are there plenty of things to see and 
do in Delhi, there are many interesting cities 
in close proximity that are definitely worth 
exploring. The best way to plan your trip is 
through a tour operator, and even better, one 
Like Outjourneys that is completely dedicated 
to showcasing Delhi and the rest of India to 
gay and Lesbian travelers. 


// 

Not only there are plenty of things to 
see and do in Delhi , there are many 
interesting cities in close proximity that 
are definitely worth exploring. 



















SAINTLY LOVE 


BYVIKRAMTYAGHg 
BEST OF PINK PAGES 


//I am sold in the market of love 

I know not my buyer, nor my 
1 price. 

-Hazrat Sarmad Shaheed 

Neither did he approve of any worLdLy com¬ 
fort, nor did he recognise any maiden’s desire. 
He was no mural, of perfection, but then, 
Love in itself is amusingly imperfect. Hazrat 
Sarmad Shaheed, a sufi saint, was a Jewish 
from Armenia (Iran) who came to India with 
an agenda to trade. ALL that he treasured in 
return was a young boy’s heart whose enig¬ 
matic voice casted a speLL on Sarmad’s mind, 


body and soul. 

The sufi saint discovered Abhay Chand in a 
poetic symposium where the boy was reciting 
poetry. He found him to be a perfect truth of 
divine voice, Looks and manners. I dare say 
this era witnessed Love of its kind that defied 
every Limit and rose above the bounds of het- 
eronormativity.The passion picked up Like fire 
between the two and Abhay Chand started Liv¬ 
ing with Sarmad. Here began an affair of Love 
that certainly challenged the ethos of Indian 
society, but with a difference. Few revolted 
and few negotiated. Some pointed fingers and 
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some uttered poison behind their backs. To 
think of it, the catastrophe would be similar or 
probably much worse in this 21st century. 

Like a true saint, Sarmad showed Least both¬ 
eration. He refused to give away his Love 
for it was priceless. With time, he not only 
abandoned his wealth but also started wan¬ 
dering naked in streets and courts. Love had 
played the trick by now. ALL that Sarmad cared 
about was the young Hindu boy. He taught 
him religious texts such as Tauret, IngeeL and 
Zaboor and enlightened him with the knowl¬ 
edge about God. Everytime the boy recited 
any of his poetry, Sarmad felt intoxicated with 
appreciation. Abhay’s melodious voice gave a 
magical touch to Sarmad’s poetry and cured 
him of all his pains. 

Sarmad’s radical transformation post the Love- 
affair, his unconventional behaviour and res¬ 
ervation against reciting the words of Kalima 
beyond the first two syllables became signifi¬ 
cant reasons to earn himself a capital punish¬ 
ment. 


“For my crime of Loving you 
I am dragged into the marketplace. 

Noise and excitement resounds, 

0 come to the terrace 

To watch this splendid spectacle!” 

- Hazrat Sarmad Shaheed 

Surrounded with chaos and yet painted with 
eternity, Sarmad’s shrine is Located amidst the 
soulful symphony of Old Delhi. It’s juxtaposed 
with shrine of Sarmad’s mentor, Hazrat Hare 
Bhare Shah and silently breathes under the 
magnanimity of Jama Masjid. The shrine Looks 
placid from inside and hesitates to unveil much 
about Sarmad’s Lifestyle and precisely, his inter¬ 
est towards the same sex. 

The caretaker of the shrine believes that one 
can never read the mind of such a saint. 
Whether Abhay Chand was a reflection of Allah 
or Sarmad could see a companion in him for 
real, the world’s yet to unravel this mystery. 
In his Lifetime, Sarmad surrendered himself to 
Love and Love identifies with nothing but Love. 


u 

Like a true saint, Sarmad showed least 
botheration. He refused to give away 
his love for it was priceless. With time, 
he not only abandoned his wealth but 
also started wandering naked in streets 
and courts. 
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HOWTO GET THAT 
BEDHEAD LOOK 


U \ 

ve got too many more important 
• things going on.” 

“I’m a free-spirited nature man.” 

“It’s 2 p.m., but I just rolled out of bed with a 
super-sexy Lady friend.” 

There are many ways to interpret the bedhead 
Look. ConsequentLy, it’s one of the hottest 
styLes out there, attracting everyone from 
business-casuaL dudes to artsy types. The 
versatiLity doesn’t stop there: Comb your hair 
back or to the side with a parting, and sud- 
denLy you’re Don Draper. That, of course, may 
be the biggest reason guys Love bedhead: It’s 
Low-maintenance. 

That said, it’s not compLeteLy effortLess. BeLow, 
we get master advice on how to a) choose the 
right bedhead styLe for you and b) get the Look, 
from San Francisco-based hairstyList AshLey 
Smith, a 10-year veteran currentLy working at 
PopuLation SaLon. 

AMIR KHAN 

The Look: Very textured on the top, cLeaner on 
the sides. 

What hair texture it works with: Any. 

Who it’s for: The guy who needs to Look a bit 
more conservative during work hours. Since 
it’s cut tight on the sides, it Looks more poL¬ 


ished. 

How to ask for it: Use words Like “dean” and 
“weLL-kept” for the sides and back, and ask for 
more Length and texture on the top. 

What product to use: Use a water-soLubLe 
paste that has a matte finish - it shouLd Look 
invisibLe on your head. For shorter Length, 
piece-y styLes Like this one, you don’t want 
shine since it can easiLy be mistaken for 
grease. Another pLus: it shouLd Last aLL day 
Long, and you’LL stiLL be abLe to run your hands 
through your hair eight hours in. 

Prep time: Five to ten minutes. Start with 


BY CAROLINE KINNEBERG 


Men’s Life Today: Grooming & 
StyLe 
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dry hair. Take a two-rupee sized drop of the 
product and rub it all the way into your hands 
so there are no dumps or dusters. Rub your 
hands through your hair from your roots and 
then finish by pulling the product through the 
ends with the tips of your fingers. Then piece 
it out as you Like. 

Go back to the stylist: Every four to six weeks. 
In most major cities, stylists offer dean-ups in 
between haircuts, and that’s reaLLy important 
for shorter haircuts Like this. If you come in 
every six weeks for your haircut (that’s your 
“cycLe”), make a quick trip to the salon at the 
three-week mark for what’s called a “neck trim”, 
a five-minute dry haircut to polish up the Little 
fuzzies on the neck and sideburns. 

RANBIR KAPOOR 

The Look: A much Longer, messier version. 

What hair texture it works with: Straight, 
slightly wavy. 

Who it’s for: Someone who’s younger, whose 
Lifestyle is conducive to a messier Look, and 
who doesn’t mind spending time on his own 
hair in the morning but can’t be bothered with 
booking frequent hairdresser appointments. 
How to ask for it: Tell your stylist,“I want to Let 
this grow. I’m not Looking to get it maintained 
aLL the time. I want this quite choppy and 


messy aLL over. Keep it slightly Long so I can 
wear it in Lots of different ways.” 

What product to use: Use a styling cream or 
geL. It should be reaLLy Light so you can’t see it, 
but also have hold in it. You might also want 
to invest in a good hairspray. 

Prep time: Leave yourself 15 to 20 minutes. 
Apply the product to dry or (preferably) damp 
hair. The technique is the same as above: Rub 
it into your hands and apply from roots to 
ends, working it through with your fingers. 
When your hair is dry, finish it with a hairspray 
to set it and prevent it from collapsing. 

Go back to the stylist: Every eight to ten weeks. 
You might even be able to stretch it Longer. 
Basically, go back to the hairdresser when it’s 
too Long for you to put product in. 

JOHN ABRAHAM 



The look: More conservative than Robert but a 
bit crazier than Adam. 

What hair texture it works with: Wavy, curly 
hair. 

Who it’s for: Guys who naturally have texture 
in their hair and are Looking for moderate 
bedhead. 



How to ask for it: Communicate that you want 
a Lot of texture. Make sure the stylist is well- 
versed in cutting wavy hair on men because 
it’s more difficult than straight hair. You can 
ask for a twist-cutting technique, which is spe¬ 
cifically for curlier hair and something most 
stylists are familiar with. Twist-cutting creates 
great texture in this kind of hair. 

What product to use: The hair has a coarser 
texture, so stick with something a Little more 
oil-based. Grooming cream that feels Like a 
Lotion works best. 

Prep time: Five to ten minutes. Apply to damp 
or dry hair, working a two-rupee sized amount 
in your hands and rubbing it from roots to 
ends. With the tips of your fingers, arrange 
small or Large sections, depending on how 
piece-y you want it to Look. If the hair is very 
dry or coarse, carry a small amount of your 
product with you when you Leave in the morn¬ 
ing and apply a Little bit for touch-ups during 
the day or before going out at night. 

Go back to the stylist: Every four to six weeks. 
Since wavy, curly hair grows out rather than 
down, it needs regular attention from the 
hairdresser to keep it in Line. 

(Caroline Kinneberg is a Paris-based journal¬ 
ist who has written for The New York Times, 
Boston Globe and Vice.) 
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BYDIMPY ACHARJEE 


THETROUBLE 
WITH LOVE 


he uneven sunlight zigzagged into 
the room that ridiculously Lazy 
winter morning, that moment when you can¬ 
not decide if you want it to be morning yet. 
Smruti stood by the window, peering into 
the broken glass pieces in her hand, willing 
them to get back together. A tube of glue Lay 
discarded on the table, secretly sad. Even 
though she could barely see in the Light and 
put herself at great risk of slicing open her 
fingers, she continued on her Lone she-wolf 
mission of repairing the photo frame. One 
diagonal scar through the black and white 


photo,sea creatures on the frame with missing 
Limbs. She stood patiently in her grey jumper 
and black shorts. Toes constantly curling, Lips 
constantly swearing. 

Suddenly, there was a movement. For one 
brief, horrible moment, she thought she was 
ten again and had been caught Licking the 
ice-cream bowl. She watched the sleeping fig¬ 
ure hidden under the thick, chocolate blanket, 
pulling off a perfect Egyptian mummy Look. 
Breathe in, breathe out - Smruti knew the 
rhythm. Sighing Loudly at the sleeping figure 
and her pathetic attempts at salvaging the 
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broken photo frame (they would simply have 
to get another one), She tossed the pieces into 
the dustbin and flexed her knuckles. Curtains 
drawn. Feet tiptoed back to the inviting bed. 
She folded her strong Legs over the warm fig¬ 
ure and enveloped it in a bear hug only Lovers 
and mothers know. She took in the familiar, 
delicate scent (she would bet that she could 
identify it across a crowded room), her Lips 
grazing the Rune tattoo. No point wasting a 
New Year Sunday morning. 

When a house smeLLs of food, that is a human 
moment indeed. Dimpy was vigorously stirring 
the pan, mapping the vegetables into their 
desired places. With her free hand, she took 
out a teaspoon of salt and Let it hover over 
the pan. Had she added the salt? Probably not. 
Smruti was stretched across the sofa, stealth¬ 
ily checking out good deals in photo frames 
on her Laptop. She gazed at Dimpy, dressed 
in Smruti’s oversized, plaid shirt and favourite 
red sweater. Smiling, her gaze shifted to her 
bare Legs. My, those Legs could start a war! 
Table set for two. In the five years that they 
had known each other (in the Biblical sense, 
wink wink), they had always had their Sunday 
meals together. 

‘Sweetie, have you seen our photo frame? 

I can’t seem to find it,’ Dimpy asked. Smruti 
almost choked on the puLao. 

‘Honey, I reaLLy am sorry! You know I didn’t 
mean to...’ 

Dimpy Looked on, puzzled. Smruti struggled to 
get the right words out without hurting her. 
‘Last night, the way you cried. You know I can’t 
bear it...’ 

A flash of painful remembrance crossed 
Dimpy’s face. They began eating slowly. 
Suddenly, Dimpy got up, rushed to the basin 
and spat out the puLao. 

‘Don’t eat this shit! It’s too salty!’ 

‘You worked so hard at the new recipe. I don’t 
want to waste it. I’LL get some ketchup.’ Smruti 
comforted her with a glass of water. 

When Smruti wanted to be happy, she thought 
of when they had met. When she wanted to 
be embarrassed, she thought of how they had 
met. She had cornered a classmate and was 
bullying her into answering uncomfortable 
questions. Not because she was a six feet two 
Ranji player and grade A student of her univer¬ 
sity, but also because she enjoyed the power. 
Survival of the fittest, you know the drill. She 
was sledging the shaking girl when Dimpy 
came running out of nowhere and smacked 


her bag on to Smruti’s shoulder. 

Towering over the five feet four, heaving 
intruder, she could have easily taken her. She 
scanned the tiny creature before her, who was 
standing in front of their classmate, shielding 
them protectively with her bag. Smruti glared 
at them, Dimpy glared back. Neither Lowered 
their eyes. 

It is hard to forget the first time someone 
stands up to you. 

Their paths crossed frequently after that. If 
you are a romantic, you would perhaps say 
that it was destiny. A month Later, Dimpy had 
been diagnosed with jaundice (not a cute cold 
as they show in films, but messy jaundice) 
and was bedridden. Smruti had visited her, 
convinced that it was a good show for the 
upcoming elections (Dimpy and her peers 
had major influence on the intellectual and 
activist section of the university, and votes are 
votes). But you only need so many excuses to 
meet someone you think you do not Like. 
Exams, graduation and eventual, reluctant 
acceptance of adulthood. The big, bad world 
was no different that hostel Life, Smruti 
realised. She used her strength to fend off 
unwanted gestures - parking Lots, public 
transportation, markets - every place was a 
war zone, she told herself. 

She next encountered Dimpy at an office party 
(it turned out that both were working in dif¬ 
ferent departments at the same building). She 
was dressed in a red, fitting dress and shaking 
her wine glass. Smruti was at the bar, cursing 
herself for coming. Dimpy walked up to her, 
stilettos making sexy noises against the floor, 
and touched her arm. It was surprising how 
easily they got talking, as if they were old 
friends. Dimpy had just moved into the city 
and was Looking for a house closer to work. 
As the clock struck twelve, she got up to bid 
goodbye. Although Smruti did not admit it, she 
had enjoyed the sudden tete-a-tete - Dimpy’s 
goofy smile, the way her big eyes danced with 
nervous energy and her fingers ran though 
her hair. Much to Smruti’s chagrin, she found 
herself admiring her Legs as she walked away 
to greet her boss. 

That was five years ago. 

The beautiful house, their beautiful house. 
In this city, Landlords were kinder to female 
tenants. The house was something they had 
found after months of struggle. Shared memo¬ 
ries which followed were inevitable - first 
cramps, first cooking disaster, first kiss. After 
months of inner conflict and Dimpy’s patient 
coaxing, Smruti found the release orgasmic 


n 

She next encountered Dimpy at an 
office party (it turned out that both 
were working in different departments 
at the same building). She was dressed 
in a red ' fitting dress and shaking her 
wine glass. Smruti was at the bar ; 
cursing herself for coming. 
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(pun intended). They Lay together on the fLea 
market mattress, exploring each other Like 
favourite travel routes. She cupped Dimpy’s 
small face, kissing each of her big eyes; hold¬ 
ing her gently as if afraid of breaking her. 
Dimpy examined her fingers, made rough after 
years of batting. 

‘I Love you’ she whispered. 

‘I know.’ 

‘Grey again?’ 

‘You bought me this blazer!’ 

‘Only because you insisted!’ Saying this, Dimpy 
pulled out a pastel pink, Linen dress from the 
closet. Smruti backed out in mock horror. 
‘Honey, pink is really not my colour.’ 

‘Nonsense! Pink suits you so weLL.’ She bran¬ 
dished the dress in front of her. 

‘Darling, I don’t have your complexion. How 
about you alter it for yourself and I Let you buy 
me another dress? There is a sale -’ 

Dimpy was already out of the door. 

It is difficult to enjoy a party with a pissed 
girlfriend. Thank goodness for alcohol. Mutual 
friends sensing some tension, as old friends 
tend to, offered them their favourite drinks. 
Smruti nursed her own while encouraging 
Dimpy to partake more of her signature port 
wine - she belonged to the old school of 


thought of not drunk driving. They Left as 
quickly as they had come. 

They were in the Lift when she saw Dimpy shift 
uncomfortably. 

‘Are you okay?’ 

Dimpy was frowning. Not a good sign. 

‘Isn’t the main gate the other way?’ 

‘Yes, but we need to get the car.’ 

‘But... didn’t we walk here?’ 

As the Lift door opened, Smruti held her close 
and Led her to the car. 

Are you dizzy? Do you want to throw up? Let 
us go home and rest, okay sweetie? I have 
some reports to edit and then I’LL make you 
some nice chicken soup.’ 

The drive back home was uneventful. Dimpy 
had a Lost Look on her face as they got out of 
the car, but Smruti attributed it to happy wine. 
She motioned her to go upstairs but she did 
not move. 

‘Would you find it funny if I tell you that 
I’ve forgotten our flat number?’ Dimpy asked 
meekly. 

Smruti kissed her on the forehead. At Least, 
drunken Dimpy was Less pissed. 

But the signs kept coming. Misplaced keys, 
watches found in the fridge, falling asleep 
while watching the morning news. Dimpy 


started avoiding parties and missing deadlines 
at work. The woman who could move people 
to any reaction through her fiery speeches on 
equal pay and casteism would slur her words 
amidst close friends. She neglected her read¬ 
ing (something Smruti joked that she Loved 
more than her). Once when she refused her 
invitation to a shower together, Dimpy com¬ 
plained that it was because she was getting 
fat and walked out of the house. 

Consultations with doctors confirmed her sus¬ 
picions. The dementia was at an advanced 
stage and could progress to Alzheimer’s in 
the coming years. But there was still hope in 
treatment. 

Smruti put on the pastel pink, Linen dress 
and applied the eye-Liner with care. Dimpy 
watched her with a smile, Looking stunning in 
her red pLaysuit (red really was her colour) and 
continued to pack for the weekend getaway. 
Smruti thought of all the memories they had 
created, the Love which was comforting and 
irritating in equal measure, the face that she 
had gotten so used to seeing every morning. 
She could have Left, she could have Let her 
be someone eLse’s problems, but she decided 
not to. She decided to play the most difficult 
match of her career. 






BY VIKRAM KOLMANNSKOG 


YOUR 

BRILLIANT SON 

A untie-ji,we need to talk. The problem is quite the opposite. 

Your brilliant Son and me- Only you have been so blind. 

we’re having an affair. You see, he’s ridiculously promiscuous your 

brilliant Son. 


And it’s so passionate, 
I can’t help myself. 
He’s so hot, 


And this is why I wanted us to talk. 
I can’t bear the thought 


I Let him penetrate 
every inch of me. 

Lately, it’s been so intense 
I don’t even get any sleep at night. 

I’m Loosing my mind, Auntie-ji. 
What wiLL people say? 

Oh, don’t worry. 


of a single ray of his 
entering another’s body. 

Please, talk to him, Auntie-ji. 
I’m going crazy. 

Arrange for our marriage now. 
I beg you. 
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Nolan Lewis is an Oracle and 
Crystal-Healer. In this unique 
Oueercast, he intuits messages 
for the LGBT community through 
his Tarot Cards. For a more per¬ 
sonalised reading, contact him at 
NolanLewis@gmail.com 
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ARIES the Angry Young Man 

The Queer Ram is always an 
activist of sorts. You are either 
busy saving the world or fighting 
for a cause. Fearless but sometimes reckless, 
you are a knight in shining armour for the 
world around you. In a strange irony of fate, 
your deepest fears come back to haunt you 
and you feel Like you’re Losing a battle. As 
much as your peers revere your courage, in 
your own personal space you feel Like a cow¬ 
ard. Will you take the easy way out or will the 
Ram grab the bull by the horns? It’s a choice 
that you need to make; there are no rights, no 
wrongs... 

TAURUS the Stud 

A recent financial dry spell makes 
you focus on your career Like 
never before. It seems as though 
the employee of the month award was devised 
for you. Your dedication and discipline towards 
your profession is enviable. In the midst of 
your workaholism somehow, you’re missing 
the woods for the trees. The Queer Bull’s 
anatomy is agile, but Lately even your strength 
gives way to fatigue and dull body aches. Your 
friends seem to be drifting away and you’re 
Left with an empty social calendar. Slow down; 
strike a balance between work and play. 

GEMINI the Twinless Twin 

The bipolar conflicts of your inter¬ 
nal Queer Twins make you retro¬ 
spect and wonder if you went down 
to the wrong road in Life? This time you did. 
Sometimes, it hard to shut the squabble of 
the split-personalities that cohabit the Queer 
Geminine soul, so Let your Logical head rule 
at all times. You will have to carefully retrace 
your steps, undo a few errors and start over. 
You wonder if you’ve wandered too far into 
the wilderness to find your way back home but 
it is either about turning back or staying Lost. 
Better Late,than never... 





CANCER the Beach Bum 

What drug are you on? You faze 
your friends as you morph from 
being a wallflower into a social 
butterfly. This is a good time for you to test 
the waters; for the Queer Crab to peek out of 
its shell both in terms of your relationships 
and your career. Don’t be surprised if you start 
doing things that shock you, but Life is about 
taking risks. While you explore new possibili¬ 
ties, it is Likely you may have to Let go of a few 
friendships that aren’t on the same page as 
you. Not everyone is going to Like the new you. 


LEO the Cosmic Kitten 

While to the Queer Cat, this has 
all the makings of a catastrophe, 
things aren’t as bad as they seem 
in your head. The Queer Lion/ess is known for 
its extravagance and Luxury. A recent spate of 
events will force you to curtail your expenses 
and Live a more frugal Lifestyle. While this to 
you seems Like the end of the world, there 
are karmic Lessons that need to be Learned 
- that money can’t buy you happiness and 
that a sense of style isn’t achieved by wear¬ 
ing designer Labels. Embrace the aesthetic of 
minimalism. 



VIRGO the Vestal Virgin 

You pay the price of procrastina¬ 
tion as your health demands that 
you end an addiction. It could 
something as benign as too many cups of cof¬ 
fee at work, calories that need to be burned 
after major bingeing or something more seri¬ 
ous as chain-smoking. Listen to the Language 
of your body, every time it begs for your atten¬ 
tion, alerting you through an ache, pain or a 
minor ailment. Each of these could amplify 
into a serious illness if ignored. An ounce of 
prevention is better than a pound of cure. 



LIBRA the Diplomat 

Looks Like it is time to harvest the n 
fruits of your Labour, but as you 
savour the sweet smell of suc¬ 
cess you also feel like your indulging a guilty 
pleasure. That is the Queer Libran’s inner 
scales, seeking balance and equilibrium. Allow 
yourself the Luxury of giving in to your mean¬ 
ingless urges, rather than always questioning 
the Logic behind it all. After all the grit and toil 
you’ve put in to get to the place you’re at right 
now,you are entitled to a well-deserved break. 


SCORPIO the Siren 

Why couldn’t your spouse and 
Lover just Learn to get along? You 
toy with the idea of infidelity and 
then brush it aside momentarily. The distrac¬ 
tion in front you is too hard to resist though, 
and the Lines begin to get blurred. But even 
while the Queer Scorpion excels in secrecy 
and stealth - remember that Lies are burdens 
to bear, and in the blink of an eye, an inno¬ 
cent flirtation can turn full-blown affair. With 
regards to matters of the heart, it is time for 
you to start carving boundaries and begin 
choosing sides. 



SAGITTARIUS the Stallion 

The Queer Archer is used to chasing a dream 
but your arrival into utopia is quite a spoiler in 


itself. While you are content with 
where Life has brought you, there 
is an itch of Longing for a new pas¬ 
sion, a new journey, a new chase. 

This is the end of an astrological cycle for you 
and the beginning of a new. While you will 
feel confused in this phase of transition, the 
blurred horizon will start Looking clearer in a 
short while from now and a new destination 
will become obvious. Do not make any hasty 
decisions right now. 

CAPRICORN the Cliff-hanger 

Leave a mark, claim your territory! 

There is a burning desire within 
you to Leave the confines of a 
corporate job and build an empire out of the 
uncertainty of a business plan that Lingers in 
your head. This is a good time to implement 
your actions and find your way out of a dull, 
monotonous, work routine. While the Queer 
Goat Loves familiar pastures, it is time for take 
a walk down roads Lesser known and explore 
your hidden potential. Overcoming the initial 
inertia is the biggest challenge for you as the 
immensity of it all paralyses you in fear. 

AQUARIUS the Water Bearer 

When you earn a penny, do you 
save it or spend it? Right now the 
best thing for you to do would be 
to invest it. Fortune favours you right now, 
especially in terms of growing rich. Now is 
a good time for you to purchase a house or 
make a huge investment.There will always be 
the urge to splurge on petty thrills that ace 
your wish List, but the cards urge to secure 
yourself by investing in a choice that will 
bring you multiple returns. The Queer Water 
Bearer must simply empty his urn on the sands 
of time now. Think of this as akin to growing a 
garden, sow your seeds now and in a few sea¬ 
sons you will reap a manifold harvest. 

PISCES the Mermaid 

The Queer Mermaid miraculously 
finds closure to many emotional 
issues that having been plagu¬ 
ing you for months, maybe years now. As you 
realise that Love and forgiveness is best balm 
to heal your inner wounds, you also have 
so much amity to share with the world. You 
will feel inspired to take up some form of 
philanthropy or social cause, as giving back 
to society is key to you finding your place in 
this world. Figure out if you could donate your 
time to an initiative that will make you a big¬ 
ger person by broadening your horizons. 
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